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THE  MAYOR  OF  TROY 

PROLOGUE 

QOOD  wine  needs  no  bush  ;  but  this  stoiy  has  to 
^^     begin  with  an  apology.  J-    «  i" 

the^  W  T  ^  P™"r^  "•^'""  *°  ^t«  a  treatise  on 
totfSr''  °^  CornwaU-dignitaries  whose 
pleasant  fame  is  now  night,  recaUed  only  by  some 

La  DuXl  °'  r "''■''  *='"^"*  ^  ^l^^  DelectJble  ^r 
Di^^Shi  f^f  pronounced  it  the  other  day.  L 
Dialectable)  Duchy.    Thus  you  may  hear  of  "  the 

Mayor  ofl-ahnouth.  who  thanked  Godwhen  the  tow^ 
gaol  was  enlarged ;  "  « the  Mayor  of  Market  jT 
«ttmg  m  his  own  light ;  "  "  the  Mayor  of  Tregoney' 
who  could  read  print  upside-down,  but  wasn't  S 

rlhZ  '^■"e'nbers  the  stately  prose  in  which 
Si^mLT'^  "'^"  "^^  ^°^  he  de?erminrd  ^  S 
^R  wS^  T'""'  ^'''"  ^^  ^°^  ^^  completed  it. 
I  i^lt     """'J  °°  ^^  '5th  of  October"  1764.  as 

hfbSS.Ti'*'*  "^^  ™^^  °'  ^'^^  Capitol,  while 
ine  Dare-footed  fnars  were  singing  vesoers  in  thp 
Temple  of  Jupiter,  that  the  iSf  ^^th^  ^e! 
dme  and  Fail  of  the  City  fet  started  in  my  mlnd.'> 


2  THE  MAYOR  OF  TROY 

So  I  co'jld  tell  with  circumstance  when,  where  and 
how  I  first  proposed  my  treatise  ;  and  will,  perhaps, 
when  I  have  concluded  it.  But  Ufe  is  short ;  and 
for  the  while  my  readers  may  be  amused  with  an 
instalment. 


Now  of  all  the  Mayors  of  Cornwall  the  one  who 
most  engaged  my  speculation,  yet  for  a  long  while 
baffled  all  research,  was  "  the  Mayor  of  Troy,  so 
popular  that  the  town  made  him  Ex-Mayor  the 
year  following." 

Of  course,  if  you  don't  know  Troy,  you  will  miss 
half  the  reason  of  my  eagerness.  Simple,  egregious, 
adorable  town !  Shall  I  go  on  here  to  sing  its 
praises  ?    No  ;  not  yet. 

The  reason  why  I  could  learn  nothing  concerning 
him  is  that,  soon  after  1832,  when  the  Reform  Bill 
did  away  with  Troy's  Mayor  and  Corporation,  as  well 
as  with  its  two  Members  of  Parliament,  someone 
made  a  bonfire  of  all  the  Borough  records.  O  Alex- 
andria !  And  the  man  said  at  the  time  that  he  did 
it  for  fun ! 

This  brings  me  to  yet  another  Mayor — the  Mayor 
of  Lestiddle,  who  is  a  jolly  good  fellow. 

Nothing  could  be  handsomer  than  my  calling  *he 
Mayor  of  Lestiddle  a  jolly  good  fellow  ;  for  in  fact 
we  live  at  daggers  drawn.  You  must  know  that 
Troy,  a  town  of  small  population  (two  thousand  or 
so)  bu*  of  great  character  and  importance,  stands  at 
the  mouth  of  a  river  where  it  widens  into  a  hsirbour 
singularly  beautiful  and  frequented  by  ships  of  all 
nations ;   and  that  seven  miles  up  this  river,  by  a 
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bridge  where  the  salt  tides  cease,  stands  Lestiddle 

oar,  as  a  syxnbol  of  jurisdiction  over  o/riveTfrom 

yoked  together  can  be  driven  in  its  bed 

He  has,  m  fact,  no  such  ju..sdiction.    Above 
bndge  he  may,  an  it  please  him,  drive  his  oxen  up  the 
nver  bed,  and  welcome.    I  leave  him  i^*T   ^, 
he  will  discommodate  by  it     Lt  hi,  i      ?'f  "'^ 
below  bridge  was  very  P^o;   ly  tit  frCSr 

-I-  ""V-     »ve  misuKe  thc'T  even  worsp  than 

^STsSStrs^^^^--— '-^^ 
goo^dSw"rd?L^rd^hit  ^^r^  ^^  ^  ^-"^^ 

as  they  are,'  have're^SSed^'^JnTd^rhilTl 

sardine  falVh^t^en  tn°°'.  ^*  ^'*°'  ^^*=«  °" 

and  discharZf  Us  ofi Jon  .lf™^«^  '^'  •'y'*^ 
^"~«rgmg  us  ofial  on  the  wrong  side  of  the 
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prescribed  limit.  (We  Harbour  Commissioners  have 
set  our  faces  against  this  practice,  but  meanwhile  it 
attracts  the  fish.)  It  was  raining,  of  course.  Rowing 
close  up  to  me,  the  Mayor  of  Lestiddle  asked — for  we 
observe  the  ordinary  courtesies — what  bait  I  was 
using.  I  answered,  fresh  pilchard  bait ;  and  offered 
him  some,  deUcately  forbearing  to  return  the  ques- 
tion, since  it  is  an  article  of  faith  with  us  that  the 
burgesses  of  Lestiddle  bait  with  earthworms  which 
they  dig  out  of  their  back  gardens.  Well,  he  ac- 
cepted my  pilchard  bait,  and  pulled  up  two  score  of 
mackerel  within  as  many  minutes,  which  doubtless 
gave  him  something  to  boast  about  on  his  return. 

He  was  not  ungrateful.  Next  week  I  received 
from  him  a  parcel  of  MS.  with  a  letter  saying  that  he 
had  come  across  it,  "  a  fly  in  amber,"  in  turning  over 
a  pile  of  old  Stannary  records.  How  it  had  found  its 
way  among  them  he  could  not  guess. 

A  fly  in  amber,  quotha !  A  jewel  in  a  midden, 
rather  1  How  it  came  among  his  trumpery  archives 
I  know  as  Uttle  as  he,  but  can  guess.  Some  Lestiddle 
man  must  have  stolen  it,  and  chosen  them  as  a  safe 
hiding-place. 

It  gave  me  the  clue,  and  more  than  the  clue.  I 
know  now  the  history  of  that  Mayor  of  Troy,  who 
was  so  popular  that  the  town  made  him  Ex-Mayor 
the  year  following. 

Listen !  Stretch  out  both  hands ;  open  your 
mouth  and  shut  your  eyes !  It  is  a  draught  of 
Troy's  own  vintage  that  I  offer  you  ;  racy,  fragrant 
of  the  soil,  from  a  cask  these  hundred  years  ^unk,  so 
that  it  carries  a  smack,  too,  of  the  submer'  m^  brine. 
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You  taow  'he  old  recipe  for  Wine  of  Cos,  that  fuU- 
bodied   seignorial,  superlative,  translunary  wine 
Yet  I  know  not  how  to  begin. 

"Fortunam  Priami  cantabo  et  nobUe  beUum." 
"I  will  sing  you  Troy  and  its  Mayor  and  a  war  of 
high  renown,"  that  is  how  I  want  to  begin ;  but 
Horace  m  his  Ars  Poetica-coniontid  him !— has 
chosen  this  very  example  as  a  model  to  avoid,  and 
the  cntics  would  be  down  on  me  in  a  pack. 
Very  weU,  then,  let  us  try  a  more  reputable  way 
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CHAPTER  I 

OUR  MAJOR 

ARMS  and  the  Man  I  sing ! 
When,  on  the  i6th  of  May,  1803,  King  George 
III .  told  his  faithful  subj  ects  that  the  Treaty  of  Amiens 
was  no  better  than  waste  paper,  Troy  neither  felt  nor 
affected  to  feel  surprise.  King,  Consul,  Emf  ,ror — 
it  knew  these  French  rulers  of  old,  under  whatever 
title  they  might  disguise  themselves.  More  than 
four  centuries  ago  an  EngUsh  King  had  sent  his  pour- 
suivants  down  to  us  with  a  message  that  "  the  Gal- 
lants of  Troy  must  abstain  from  attacking,  plunder- 
ing, and  sinking  the  ships  of  our  brother  of  France,  be- 
cause we,  Edward  of  England,  are  at  peace  with  our 
brother  of  France : "  and  the  Gallants  of  Troy  had 
returned  an  answer  at  once  humble  and  firm  : 
"  Your  Majesty  best  knows  your  Majesty's  business, 
but  we  are  at  war  with  your  brother  of  France." 
Yes,  we  knew  these  Frenchmen.  Once  before,  in 
1456,  they  had  thought  to  surprise  us,  choosing  a  night 
when  our  Squire  was  away  at  market,  and  landing  a 
force  to  bum  and  sack  us  :  and  our  Squire's  wife  had 
met  them  with  boiling  lead.  His  Majesty's  Ministers 
might  be  taken  at  unawares,  not  we.  We  slept 
Bristol  fashion,  with  one  eye  open. 
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But  when,  as  summer  drew  on,  news  came  that  the 
infamous  usurper  was  coUecting  troops  at  Boulogne, 
and  flat-bottomed  boats,  to  invade  us;  whenTthe 
spirit  of  the  British  people  armed  for  the  support  of 
theu-  ancient  glory  and  independence  against  the 
unpnncipled  ambition  of  the  French  Govern- 
ment ;  when,  in  the  Duchy  alone,  no  less  than 
85"  men  and  boys  enroUed  themselves  in  twenty- 
nme  companies  of  foot,  horse  and  artiUery,  as 
well  out  of  enthusiasm  as  to  escape  the  gaaeral 
levy  threatened  by  Government  (so  mixed  are  aU 
human  motives) ;  then,  you  may  be  sure,  Troy  did 
not  lag  behind. 

Ah!  but  we  had  some  brave  corps  among  the 
Duchy  Volunteers !  i-  5  ""= 

There  was  the  St  Germans  Subscription  Troop,  for 
instance,  which  consisted  of  forty  men  and  eleven 
luuforms,  and  hunted  the  fox  thrice  a  week  during 
the  winter  months  under  Lord  Eliot.  Captain  and 
M.F.H.  There  was  the  Royal  Redruth  Infantry,  the 
famous  '  Royal  Reds,"  of  103  men  and  five  uniforms. 
These  had  heard,  at  second  hand,  of  Bonaparte's  vow 
to  give  them  no  quarter,  and  wore  a  conspicuous 
patch  of  red  in  the  seat  of  their  pantaloons  that  he 
might  have  no  excuse  for  mistaking  them.  There 
was  the  even  more  famous  Mevagissey  Batten  of 
no  men  and  121  uniforms.  In  Mevagissey,  as  you 
may  be  aware,  the  bees  fly  tail-foremost ;  and  there- 
fore, to  prevent  bickerings,  it  was  wisely  resolved  at 
the  first  drill  to  make  every  unit  of  this  corps  an 
ofiicer. 

But  the  most  famous  of  all  (and  sworn  rivals)  were 
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two  companies  of  coast  artiJlery — the  Looe  Diehards 
and  the  Troy  Gallants. 

The  Looe  Diehards  (seventy  men  and  two  uni- 
forms) wore  dark  blue  coats  and  pantaloons,  with  red 
facings,  yellow  wings  and  tassels,  and  white  waist- 
coats. Would  you  know  by  what  feat  they  earned 
their  name  ?  Listen.  I  quote  the  very  words  of 
their  commander,  Captain  Bond,  who  survived  to 
write  a  History  of  Looe — and  a  sound  book  it  is. 
"  The  East  and  West  Looe  Volunteer  Artillery  was 
established  in  1803,  and  kept  in  pay  from  Govern- 
ment for  six  years.  Not  a  single  man  of  the  com- 
pany died  during  the  six  years,  which  is  certainly 
very  remarkable." 

But,  when  you  con:.e  to  think  of  it,  what  an  even 
more  remarkable  boa.st  for  a  body  of  warriors  ! 

We  of  Troy  (180  men  and  two  uniforms)  laughed 
at  this  claim.  Say  what  you  will,  there  is  no  dash 
about  longevity,  or  very  little.  For  uniform  we 
wore  dark  blue  coats  and  pantaloons,  with  white 
wings  and  facings,  edged  and  tasselled  with  gilt,  and 
scarlet  waistcoats,  also  braided  with  gilt.  We 
wanted  no  new  name,  we !  Ours  was  an  inherited 
one,  derived  from  days  when,  under  Warwick  the 
King-maker,  Lord  High  Admiral  of  England,  we  had 
swept  the  Channel,  summoned  the  men  of  Rye  and 
Winchelsea  to  vail  their  bonnets — to  take  in  sail, 
mark  you  :  no  trumpery  dipping  of  a  flag  would 
satisfy  us — and  when  they  stifi-neckedly  refused, 
had  silenced  the  one  town  and  carried  off  the  other's 
chain  to  hang  across  our  harbour  from  blockhouse  to 
blockhouse.    Also,  was  it  not  a  gallant  of  Troy  that 
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assafled  and  carried  the  great  French  pirate,  Jean 
Dor^e,  and  clapped  him  under  his  own  hatche."  ? 

"  The  roaring  cannons  then  were  plied. 
And  dub-a-dub  went  the  dnim-a ; 
The  braying  trumpets  loud  they  cried 
To  courage  both  all  and  some-a. 

The  grappling-hooks  were  brought  at  length. 

The  brown  bill  and  the  sword-a ; 
John  Dory  at  length,  for  all  his  strength. 

Was  clapt  fast  under  board-a." 

That  was  why  we  wore  our  uniforms  embroidered 
with  gold  (dores).  The  Frenchmen,  if  they  came, 
would  understand  the  taunt. 

But  most  of  all  we  were  proud  of  Solomon  Hymen, 
our  Major  and  our  Mayor  of  Troy. 

I  can  see  him  now  as  he  addressed  us  on  the  even- 
ing of  our  first  drill,  standing  beside  the  two  long 
nineteen-poimders  on  the  Old  Fort ;  erect,  with  a 
hand  upon  his  ivory  sword-hilt,  his  knops  and  epau- 
lettes flashing  against  the  level  sun.  I  can  see  his 
very  gesture  as  he  enjoined  silence  on  the  band  ;  for 
we  had  a  band,  and  it  was  playing  "  Come,  Cheer  Up, 
My  Lads  !  "  As  though  we  weren't  cheerful  enough 
already! 

^^  [But  "  Come,  come !  "  the  reader  will  object. 
"  All  this  happened  a  hundred  years  ago.  Yet  here 
are  you  talking  as  if  you  had  been  present."    Very 

true  :  it  is  a  way  we  have  in  Troy.    Call  it  a  foible 

but  forgive  it !  The  other  day,  for  instance,  happen- 
ing on  the  Town  Quay,  I  found  our  gasman,  Mr 
Rabling,  an  earnest  Methodist,  discussing  to  a  small 
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crowd  on  the  subject  of  the  Golden  Calf,  and  in  this 
fashion:  "Well,  frieuds,  in  the  midst  of  all  this 
pillaloo,  mds-across  and  down-the-middle,  with 
old  Aaroi.  .^  bad  as  any  and  flinging  his  legs  about 
more  boldacious  with  every  caper,  I  happens  to 
glance  up  the  hill,  and  with  that  I  gives  a  whistle ; 
for  what  do  I  see  but  a  man  aloft  there  picking  his 
way  down  on  his  heels  with  a  parcel  under  his  arm  I 
Every  now  and  then  he  pulls  up,  shading  his  eyes,  so, 
like  as  if  he'd  a  lost  his  bearin's.  I  glances  across 
to  Aaron,  and  thinks  I,  'Look  out  for  squalls!  Here's 
big  brother  coming,  and  a  nice  credit  this'U  be  to  the 
family !'..."  The  historic  present,  as  my  Latin 
grammar  used  to  call  it,  is  our  favourite  tense  :  and 
if  you  insist  that,  not  being  a  hundred  years  old,  I 
cannot  speak  as  an  eye-witness  of  this  historic  scene, 
my  answer  must  t>e  Browning's, — 

"  All  I  can  say  is — I  saw  it  I "] 

"  Gentlemen  !  "  begin  the  Major. 

We  might  not  all  be  officers,  like  the  Mevagissey 
Artillery,  but  in  the  Troy  Gallants  we  were  all  gentle- 
men. 

"  Gentlemen  !  " — the  Major  waved  an  arm  sea- 
ward— "  yonder  lies  your  enemy.  Behind  you  '  — 
he  pointed  up  the  harbour  to  the  town—"  England 
relies  on  your  protection.  Shall  the  Corsican  tyra  it 
lay  his  lascivious  hands  upon  her  ancient  liberties, 
her  reformed  and  Protestant  religion,  her  respectable 
Sovereign  and  his  Consort,  her  n-iansions,  her  humble 
cottages,  and  those  members  of  the  opposite  sex 
whose  charms  reward,  and,  in  rewarding,  refine  us  ? 
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Or  shall  we  meet  his  flat-bottomed  boats  with  a 
united  front,  a  stem  '  Thus  far  and  no  farther,'  and 
send  them  home  with  their  tails  between  their  legs  ? 
That,  gentlemen,  is  the  alternative.  Which  will  you 
choose  ?  " 

Here  the  Major  paused,  and  finding  that  he  ex- 
pected an  answer,  we  turned  our  eyes  with  one  con- 
sent upon  Gunner  Sobey,  the  readiest  man  in  the 
company. 

"  The  la.ier  !  "  said  Gimner  Sobey,  with  precision  ; 
whereat  we  gave  three  cheers.  We  dined,  that  after- 
noon, in  the  Long  Room  of  the  Ship  Inn,  and  after- 
wards danced  the  night  through  in  the  Town  Hall. 

The  Major  danced  famously.  Above  all  things,  he 
prided  himself  on  being  a  ladies'  man,  and  the  fair 
sex  (as  he  always  called  them)  admired  him  witliout 
disguise.  His  manner  towards  them  was  gallant  yet 
deferential,  tender  yet  manly.  He  conceded  every- 
thing to  their  weakness  ;  yet  no  man  in  Troy  could 
treat  a  woman  with  greater  plainness  of  speech.  The 
confirmed  spinsters  (high  and  low,  rich  and  poor,  we 
counted  seventy-three  of  them  in  Troy)  seemed  to 
like  L^n  none  the  less  because  he  lost  no  occasion, 
public  or  private,  of  cormnending  wedlock.  P'or 
the  doctrine  of  Mr  Malthus  (recently  promoted  to  a 
Professorship  at  the  East  India  College)  he  had  a 
robust  contempt,  tie  openly  regretted  that,  owing 
to  the  negligence  of  our  forefathers,  the  outbreak  of 
war  found  Great  Britain  with  but  fifteen  million  in- 
habitants to  match  against  twenty-five  nuUion 
Frenchmen.  They  threatened  to  invade  us,  whereas 
we  should  rather  have  been  in  a  position  to  march  on 
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Paris.  He  asked  nothing  better.  He  quoted  with 
sardonic  emphasis  the  remark  of  a  politician  that 
"  'twas  hariy  worth  while  to  go  to  war  merely  to 
prove  that  we  could  put  ourselves  in  a  good  posture 
for  defence." 

"  If  I  had  my  way,"  announced  Major  Hymen, 
"  every  woman  in  England  should  have  a  dozen 
children  at  least." 

"  What  a  man  !  "  said  Miss  Pescod  afterwards  to 
Miss  Sally  Tregentil,  who  had  dropped  in  for  a  cup  of 
tea. 

And  yet  the  Major  was  a  bachelor.  They  could 
not  help  wondering  a  little. 

"  With  two  such  names,  too  !  "  mused  Miss  Sally. 
"  '  Solomon  '  and  '  Hymen  ' ;  they  certainly  suggest 
— they  would  almost  seem  to  give  promise  of,  at 
least,  a  dual  destiny." 

"  You  mark  my  words,"  said  Miss  Pescod.  "  That 
man  has  been  crossed  in  love." 

"  But  who  ?  "  asked  Miss  Sally,  her  eyes  widening 
in  speculation.  "  Who  could  have  done  such  a 
thing  ?  " 

"  My  dear,  I  understand  there  are  women  in  Lon- 
don capable  of  anything." 

The  Major,  you  must  know,  had  spent  the  greater 
part  of  his  life  in  the  capital  as  a  silk-mercer  and 
linendraper — I  believe,  in  the  Old  Jewry ;  at  any 
rate,  not  far  from  Cheapside.  He  had  left  us  at  the 
age  of  sixteen  to  repair  the  fortunes  of  his  family, 
once  opulent  and  respected,  but  brought  low  by  his 
great-grandfather's  rash  operations  in  South  Sea 
stock.    In  London,  thanks  to  an  ingratiating  manner 
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with  the  sex  on  which  a  Hnendraper  reUes  for  patron- 
age, he  had  prospered,  had  amassed  a  competence, 
and  had  sold  his  business  to  retire  to  his  native  town, 
as  Shakespeare  retired  to  Stratford-on-A"on,  and  at 
about  the  same  period  of  hfe. 

Had  the  Major  in  London  been  crossed  in  love  ? 
No ;  I  incline  to  believe  that  Miss  Pescod  was  mis- 
taken. That  hearts,  up  there,  fluttered  for  a  man  of 
his  presence  is  probable,  nay  certain.  In  port  and 
even  in  features  he  bore  a  singular  Ukeness  to  the 
Prince  Regent.  He  himself  could  not  but  be  aware 
of  this,  having  heard  it  so  often  remarked  upon  by 
persons  acquainted  \nth  his  Royal  Highness  as  well 
as  by  others  who  had  never  set  eyes  on  him.  In 
short,  our  excellent  Major  may  have  daUied  in  his 
time  with  the  darts  of  love  ;  there  is  no  evidence  that 
he  ever  took  a  wound. 

Within  a  year  afici-  his  return  he  bought  back  the 
ancestral  home  of  the  Hymens,  a  fine  house  dating 
from  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne.  (His  great-grand- 
father had  built  it  on  the  site  of  a  humbler  abode,  on 
the  eve  of  the  South  Sea  collapse.)  It  stood  at  the 
foot  of  Custom  House  Hill  and  looked  down  the 
length  of  Fore  Street— a  perspective  view  of  which 
the  Major  never  wearied— no,  not  even  on  hot  after- 
noons when  the  population  took  its  siesta  within 
doors  and,  in  the  words  of  Cai  Tamblyn,  "you 
might  shot  a  cannon  down  the  streets  of  Troy,  and 
no  person  would  be  shoot."  This  Cai  (or  Caius) 
Tamblyn,  an  eccentric  little  man  of  uncertain  age, 
with  a  black  servant  Scipio,  who  wore  a  livery  of 
green  and  scarlet  and  slept  under  the  stairs,  made 
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up  the  Major's  male  retinue.  Between  them  they 
carried  his  sedan  chair ;  and  because  Cai  (who 
walked  in  front)  measured  but  an  inch  above  five 
feet,  whereas  Scipio  stood  six  feet  three  in  his  socks, 
the  Major  had  a  seat  contrived  with  a  sharp  back- 
ward slope,  and  two  wooden  buffers  against  which  he 
thrust  his  feet  when  going  down  hill.  Besides  these, 
whom  he  was  wont  to  call,  somewhat  illogically,  his 
two  factotums,  his  household  comprised  Miss  Marty 
and  a  girl  Lavinia  who,  as  Miss  Marty  put  it,  did 
odds  and  ends.  Miss  Marty  was  a  poor  relation,  a 
third  or  fourth  cousin  on  the  maternal  side,  whom 
the  Major  had  discovered  somewhere  on  the  other 
side  of  the  Duchy,  and  promoted.  Socially  she  did 
not  count.  She  asked  no  more  than  to  be  allowed  to 
feed  and  array  the  Major,  and  gaze  after  him  as  he 
walked  down  the  street. 

And  what  a  progress  it  was  ! 

Again  I  can  see  him  as  he  made  ready  for  it,  stand- 
ing in  his  doorway  at  the  head  of  a  flight  of  steps, 
which  led  down  from  it  to  the  small  wrought-iron  gate 
opening  on  the  street.  The  house  has  since  been  con- 
verted into  bank  premises  and  its  threshold  lowered 
for  the  convenience  of  customers.  Gone  are  the 
plants — the  myrtle  on  the  right  of  the  porch,  the  jas- 
mine on  the  left — with  the  balusters  over  which  they 
rambled,  and  the  steps  which  the  balusters  protected 
— ah,  how  eloquently  the  Major's  sword  clanked  upon 
these  as  he  descended !  But  the  high-pitched  roof 
remains,  with  its  three  dormer  windows  still  leaning 
awry,  and  the  plaster  porch  where  a  grotesque,  half- 
human  face  grins  at  you  from  the  middle  of  a  fluted 
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rSS'  J^^^^  ^^°'^  "  ^*  half-closed  eyes, 
So  ^  ""'^'"^"^  '^'^  ^''^  fr°»  the  obsequious 

grinned  and  saliitpH     tk  ^°™e  ^^en 

made  his  first  appearance  in  Fo  e  StrS    h.  L    ''"° 
taU  and  the  roadway  so  narrow    hfwr  \    ""^  ^ 

ietf;^o?h;s*c';y^T^f^^^^^^^      ^^  ^^ 

troubled  blush.  No  exc^ntinn  t  ^''""'>'  ^'*''  * 
if  she.  aGovemmen^oS  ^  '""'y  '°^''  *'«  t^k^n 
engraviuK  of  ThTprin?  p  ' '''°''  *°  ''^^  ^  ^°^°^red 
hefcounter  And  ^et-th:':"'  °m*'^  "^  "^^ 
heard  of  irregula^  alW^  r  ?^"  '  ^^^  had 
even  looked'ouT  "  t^'^^^^  ^«had 

^>"^ing  for  the  deed  Sfpre^l^^trE 
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l::^t.'^  "^---"  was 

In  Admirals'  Row_it=  ,  i 
Row.andhad  J„°:~';^„^^?  "^«„was  Adni 
ture  of  Louisboarg  TTd  in  h  ^^®'  *^*^^  ^^e , 
cawen  ;  but  we  in^^oy  p^eferreT  °'  '"'"^^  ^ 
trophe  after  the  s-Miss  Sv  T  "^"^^  *^^"  *1 
peer  her  blind  an-^  2^^^^^^"^^^  ^""^^  « 
Major  had  obse^edher  ""  ^  ^""^^  '"^t 


le     wrd    she 

*^  AtLniral's 
after  the  cap- 
Admiral  Bos- 
rite  the  apos- 
1  would  over- 
"tter  lost  the 


CHAPTER  II 

OUR   MAYOR 

C^/^^T  arma  togae.    It  is  time  we  turned  from 

«ii,    "  .if   *°   *^^  '^^y°'">  fr"™  the  man  of 
gaUaniry  to  the  magistrate. 

You  know,  I  dare  say,  the  story  of  the  King  of 
England  and  the  King  of  Portugal.    The  Kinf  o 
K°'i"«^,P^,^  ^  ^'"«  °f  England  a  visit      "^My 

"iS  n^'t*'''  ""'"^ °' ^-'S'"""^'  ^"«^ «°-"« days! 
K- r^f  P  !f   ^r  ^. q"«««on."    "  Say  on,"  said  the 

toTs!  rlata?f  •  .    ^^  ™"°'^^  *°  •---  what  in 
tftese  realms  of  mme  has  most  impressed  you  ?  " 

The  Kmg  of  Portugal  considered  a  while.    "  Your 
ro2h    /  'Vr'-'^"*'"  «^d  he.     "  And  after  ou 
roast  beef,  what  next  ?  "    The  King  of  Portugal  con- 
sidered a  while  longer.     "Your  boiled  beff  ve^ 

what  first  of  ail  we  prided  ourselves  in  Troy    we 

"mT*i,*?.  °"'    *'"^"°^-    "   y°^    h-d    asked 

Y^  .u*''*  •      ^'  '^^'^  P'"^'"t«d  ^o  our  Mayor 
man  .    ^nT'  °"%I^'°^^""'  ^^re  one  and  the  same 
man !    In  truth,  I  suppose  we  ought  to  have  been 

seld  1  k'™  V  ""T^  =  ^'"<=^  -  ^^y-  he  -pr  " 
sented  the  King  himself  among  us-nay,  to  all  intent 

TlCT^t  T  '^^  ^'"S-    *^°^«  than  °n«  in  Ws 
pubhc  speeches  he  reminded  us  of  this  :  and  we  were 

glad  to  remember  it  when-as  sometimes  happened 


'Kwm. 
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— ^we  ran  a  cargo  from  Roscoff  or  Guernsey  and  left  a 
cask  or  two  privily  behind  the  Mayor's  quay  door. 
We  felt  then  that  his  Majesty  had  been  paid 
duty,  and  could  have  no  legitimate  grievance 
against  us. 

Was  there  any  mental  confusion  in  this  ?  You 
would  pardon  it  had  you  ever  been  privileged  to  wit- 
ness his  Sunday  procession  to  church,  in  scarlet  robe 
trimmed  with  sable,  in  cocked  hat  and  chain  of  office ; 
the  mace-bearers  marching  before  in  scarlet  with 
puce-coloured  capes,  the  aldermen  following  after  in 
tasselled  gowns  of  black  ;  the  band  ahead  playing 
"  The  Girl  I  left  behindiMe  "  (for,  although  organised 
for  home  defence,  our  corps  had  chosen  this  to  be  its 
regimental  tune).  "Some  talk  of  Alexander  and 
some  of  Kevcules  " — and  some  of  Solomon,  who  never 
saw  our  Solomon  on  the  bench  of  justice  ! 

Let  me  tell  you  of  his  famous  decision  on  Sabbath- 
breaking.  One  Sunday  afternoon  our  Mayor's 
slumbers  were  interrupted  by  Jago  the  constable, 
who  haled  before  him  a  man,  a  horse,  and  two  pan- 
nier-loads of  vegetables,  and  charged  the  first 
named  with  this  heinous  offence.  The  fellow — a 
small  tenant-farmer  from  the  outskirts  of  the  parish 
— could  not  deny  that  he  had  driven  his  cart  down 
to  the  Town  Quay,  unharnessed,  and  started  in  a 
loud  voice  to  cry  his  wares.  There,  almost  on  the 
instant,  Jago  had  taken  him  in  flagrante  delicto,  and, 
having  an  impediment  in  his  speech,  had  used  no 
words  but  collared  him. 

"  What  have  you  to  say  for  yourself  ? "  the 
Mayor  demanded. 
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toiia°vT^'  Th."  ^  ^"T  ""^"^'^  ^""^^  "^^^  the  town 

f  J7°"  ^u  *?^«^^**  "^th  ^'■^'^^ng'  °^  attempting  to 
mde,  on  the  Sabbath  ;  and  sad  hearing  this%^be 
for  your  old  parents,  John  Polkinghome." 

John  Polkinghome  scratched  his  head.  "  You 
ben  t  going  to  teU  me  that  this  be  Sunday  !  "  (You 
see.  the  poor  fellow,  living  so  far  in  the  country  h^ 
somehow  miscounted  the  week,  and  riddenVto 
market  a  day  late.) 

Rihlf "^^^  •  '.'  "^'"'^  ^^  **^y°'-  "Look  at  my 
Bible,  there  'pon  the  table!  Look  at  my  cleS^ 
bandana  ."-this  was  his  handkerchief,  Ltl^ 

SiXis'  °^^'  "^ '''''  -'^^  ^«  '^-^-  to 

ih^Z"""  ^°  ij°"»«.this  instant,  and  take  every  bit  of 
Kof-Ll  ir%'''r  ^™"*'"  <=°»nianld  the 
S^k  Sfcl^f.  ^'"^  '^^  -  »-  ^-'^t  it.  we'll 

Maybe  you  have  never  heard  either  of  his  famous 
exammation  of  Sarah  Mennear,  of  the  ThrerPU 

Fish  ),  who  apphed  for  a  separation,  alleging  that 
her^h^sband  had  kissed  her  by  mistaice  fof  anVtS 

;;  What  other  woman  ?  "  demanded  his  Worship 
came' rinrex;r«r^'"  ^^  '-^'-    "^^ 

*  Scattering. 
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Her  tale  went  that  the  previous  evening,  a  little 
after  twilight,  she  was  walking  up  the  street  and  had 
gone  by  the  door  of  the  Ship  Inn,  when  a  man  stag- 
gered out  into  the  roadway  and  followed  her.  By 
the  sound  of  his  footsteps  she  took  him  for  some 
drunken  sailor,  and  was  hurrying  on  (but  not  fast, 
by  reason  of  her  dogs),  when  the  man  overtook  her, 
flung  an  arm  around  her  neck,  and  forcibly  kissed 
her.  Breaking  away  from  him,  she  discovered  it 
was  her  own  husband. 

"  Then  where's  the  harm  ?  "  asked  the  Mayor. 
"  But,  please  your  Worship,  he  took  me  for  another 
woman." 

"  Then  you  must  cite  the  other  woman." 
"Arrah  now,  and  how  the  diwle,  saving  your 
Worship's  presence,  will  I  cite  the  hussy,  seein'  I 
never  clapt  eyes  on  her  ?  " 

"No  difficulty  at  all.  To  begin  with,  she  was 
wearing  clogs." 

"  And  so  would  nine  women  out  of  ten  be  wearin' 
clogs  in  last  night's  weather." 

"  And  next,  she  was  Ufting  the  skirt  of  her  gown 
high,  to  let  the  folks  admire  her  ankles." 

"  Your  Worship  saw  the  woman,  then  ?  If  I'd 
inown  your  Worship  to  be  within  hail — " 

"  I  think  I  know  the  woman.  And  so  do  you,  Mrs 
Mennear,  if  you  can  think  of  one  in  this  town  that's 
vain  as  yourself  of  her  foot  and  ankle,  and  with  as 
good  a  right." 

"  There's  not  one,"  said  Mrs  Mennear  positively. 
"  Oh,  yes,  there  is.    Go  back  home,  like  a  sensible 
soul,  and  maybe  you'll  find  her  there." 
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"The  viUain!      YeTl  not   be   tellin'   me 
dared — "    Mrs  Mennear  came  near  to  choke. 

"  And  small  blame  to  him,"  said  the  Mayor  with  a 
twinkle.  "  Will  you  go  home,  Sarah  Mennear,  and 
be  humble,  and  ask  her  pardon  ?  " 

"  Will  I  sclun  *  her  eyes  out,  ye  mane  !  "  cried 
Sarah,  fairly  dancing. 

"  Go  home,  foolish  wife !  "  The  Mayor  was  not. 
smihng  now,  and  his  voice  took  on  a  terrible  stemA 
ness.  "The  woman  I  mean  is  the  woman  John 
Mennear  married,  or  thought  he  married;  the 
woman  that  aforetime  had  kept  her  own  counsel 
though  he  caught  and  kissed  her  in  a  dimmety  comer 
of  the  street ;  the  woman  that  swore  to  love,  hpnour 
and  obey  him,  not  she  that  tongue-drove  him'to  the 
King  of  Prussia,  with  his  own  good  liquor  to  keep 
him  easy  at  home.  Drunk  he  must  have  been  to 
mistake  the  one  for  t'other  ;  and  I'm  willing  to  fine 
him  fo.'-  drunkenness.  But  cite  that  other  woman 
here  before  you  ask  me  for  a  separation  order,  and 
I'll  grant  it ;  and  I'll  warrant  when  John  sees  you 
side  by  side,  he  won't  oppose  it." 

Here  and  there  our  Mayor  had  his  detractors,  no 
doubt.  What  public  man  Las  not  ?  He  incurred 
the  reproach  of  pride,  for  instance,  when  he  ap- 
peared, one  wet  day,  carrying  an  umbrella,  the  first 
jver  seen  in  Troy.  A  Guernsey  merchant  had  pre- 
sented him  with  this  novelty  (I  may  whisper  here 
that  our  Mayor  did  somethir,g  more  than  connive  at 
the  free  trade)  and  patently  it  kept  off  the  rain.  But 
•  Scratch. 
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would  it  not  attract  the  lightning  ?  Many,  even 
among  his  well-wishers,  shook  their  heads.  For 
their  part  they  wotild  have  accepted  the  gift,  but  it 
should  never  have  seen  the  Ught :  they  would  have 
locked  it  away  in  their  chests. 

Oddly  enough  the  Mayor  nourished  his  severest 
censor  in  his  own  household.  The  rest  of  us  might 
quote  his  wit,  his  wisdom,  might  defer  to  him  as  a 
being,  if  not  superhuman,  at  least  superlative  among 
men  ;  but  Cai  Tamblyn  would  have  none  of  it.  He 
had  found  one  formula  to  answer  all  our  praises. 

"Him?  Why,  I  knawed  him  when  he  was  so 
high!" 

Nor  would  he  hesitatie,  in  the  Mayor's  presence, 
from  translating  it  into  the  second  person. 

"  You  ?  Why,  I  knawed  you  when  you  was  so 
high !  " 

Yet  the  Mayor  retained  him  in  his  service,  which 
sufficiently  proves  his  magnanimity. 

He  could  afford  to  be  magnanimous,  being  adored. 

Who  but  he  could  have  called  a  public  meeting  and 
persuaded  the  ladies  of  the  town  to  enroll  themselves 
in  a  brigade  and  patrol  the  diffs  in  red  cloaks  during 
harvest,  that  the  French,  if  perchance  they  ap- 
proachedour  shores.jmight  mistake  them  for  soldiery? 
It  was  pretty,  I  tell  you,  to  walk  the  coast-track  on  a 
warm  afternoon  and  pass  these  sentinels  two  hundred 
yards  apart,  each  busy  with  her  knitting. 

Of  all  the  marks  left  on  our  town  by  Major 
Hymen's  genius,  the  For;  Hospital,  or  the  idea  of  it, 
proved  (as  it  deserved)  to  be  the  most  enduring.  The 
Looe  Volunteers  might  pride  themselves  on  their 
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longevity— at  the  best  a  dodging  of  the  common  lot. 
We,  characteristicaUy,  thought  first  of  death  and 
woimds. 

..  :^  *^^  ***J°''  P"*  >*•  at  another  public  meeting : 
There  are  risks  even  in  handling  the  explosives 
generously  suppUed  to  us  by  Government.  But 
suppose— and  the  supposition  is  surely  not  extrava- 
gant—that history  should  repeat  itself ;  that  our 
ancient  enemy  she  Jd  once  again,  as  in  1456,  thunder 
at  thts  gate  of  England.  He  will  thunder  in  vain, 
gentlemen  !  (Loud  applause.)  As  a  wave  from  the 
diff  he  wiU  draw  back,  hissing,  from  the  iron  mouths 
of  our  guns.  But,  gentlemen  "—here  the  Mayor 
sank  his  voice  impressively— "  we  cannot  have 
omelets  without  the  breaking  of  eggs,  nor  victories' 
without  effusion  of  blood.  He  may  leave  prisoners 
in  our  hands  :  he  will  assuredly  leave  us  with  dead 
to  bury,  with  wounded  to  care  for.  As  masters  of  the 
field,  we  shall  discharge  these  offices  of  common 
humanity,  not  discriminating  between  friend  and 
foe.  But  in  what  position  are  we  to  fulfil  them  ?  " 
The  fact  was  (when  we  came  to  consider  it)  our 
prevision  had  extended  no  further  than  the  actual 
combat :  for  its  most  ordinary  results  we  had  made 
no  preparation  at  all. 

But  in  Troy  we  are  nothing  if  not  thorough.  The 
meeting  appointed  an  Emergency  Committee  then 
and  there  ;  and  the  Committee,  having  retired  to  re- 
assemble ten  minutes  later  at  the  General  Wolfe, 
within  an  hour  sketched  out  the  foUowing  pro^ 
posals  :  — 

^•— An  Ambulance  Corps  to  be  formed  of  youths 
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under  sixteen   (not  being   bandsmen)   apd 
adults  variously  unfit  for  military  service. 
2 —A  Corps  of  Female  Nurses.    Miss  Pescod  to  be 

asked  to  organise. 
3— The  Town  lock-up  to  be  enlarged  by  taking 
down  the  partition  between  it  and  a  chamber 
formerly  used  by  the  Constable  as  a  potato 
store.  It  was  also  resolved  to  strengthen  the 
door  and  provide  it  with  two  new  bolts  and 
padlocks. 
4.— The  question  of  enlarging  the  Churchyard  was 

deferred  to  the  next  (Easter)  vestry. 
5. — Subscriptions  to  be  invited  for  providing  a 
War   Hospital.    The   Mayor,    with   Lawyer 
Chinn  (Town  Clerk)  and  Alderman  Hansom- 
body,  to  seek  for  suitable  premises,  and  report. 
Of  Dr  Hansombody  I  shall  have  mere  to  tell  anon. 
For  the  present  let  it  suffice  that  before  entering 
public  life  he  had  earned  our  confidence  as  an  apothe- 
cary, and  especially  by  his  skill  and  delicacy  in 
maternity  cases. 

Thest  proposals  were  duly  announced  :  and  only 
if  you  know  Troy  can  you  conceive  with  what  spirit 
the  town  flung  itself  into  the  task  of  making  them 
effective.  "  Task,"  did  I  say  ?  When  I  tell  you 
that  at  our  next  drill  a  parade  of  thirty-two 
stretchers  followed  us  up  to  the  Old  Fort  (still  to  the 
tune  of  "  Come,  Cheer  Up,  My  Lads !  ")  you  may 
guess  how  far  duty  and  pleasure  had  made  accord. 

The  project  of  a  hospital  went  forward  more 
slowly  ;  but  at  length  the  Mayor  and  his  Committee 
were  able  to  announce  that  premises  had  been  taken 
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on  a  lease  of  seven  years  (by  which  time  an  end  to  the 
war  might  reasonably  be  predicted)  in  Passage 
Street,  as  you  go  towards  the  ferry ;   the  exterior 
whitewashed  and  fitted  with  green  jalousie  shutters ; 
the  mterior  also  cleaned  and  whitewashed,  and  a 
ward  opened  with  two  beds.    Though  few  enough  to 
meet  the  contingencies  of  invasion,  and  a  deal  too 
few  (especiaUy  while  they  remained  unoccupied)  to 
satisfy  the  zeal  of  Miss  Pescod's  corps  of  nurses 
(which  by  the  end  of  the  second  week  numbered 
forty-three,  with  sixteen  probationary  members), 
these  two  beds  exhausted  our  subscriptions  for  the 
time.    A  Ladies'  Thursday  Evening  Working  Party 
supplied  them  with  sheets,  pillows  and  pillow-cases, 
blankets  and  coverlets?  (twenty-two  coverlets). 

The  Institution,  as  we  have  seen,  was  intended  for 
a  War  Hospital ;  but  pending  invasion,  and  to  get 
our  nuises  accustomed  to  the  work,  there  seemed  no 
harm  m  admitting  as  our  first  patient  a  sailor  from 
Plymouth  Dock  who,  having  paid  a  lengthy  caU  at 
the  Kmg  of  Prussia  and  drunk  there  exorbitantly,  on 
the  way  to  his  ship  had  walked  over  the  edge 
of  the  Town  Quay.  The  tide  being  low,  he  had 
escaped  drowning,  but  at  the  price  of  three  broken 
nbs. 

It  is  related  of  this  man  that  early  in  his  convales- 
cence he  sat  up  and  demanded  of  the  Visiting  Com- 
mittee (the  Mayor  and  Miss  Pescod)  a  translation  of 
two  texts  which  hung  framed  on  the  wall  facing  his 
bed.  They  had  been  illuminated  by  Miss  SaUy  Tre- 
gentil  at  the  instance  of  the  Vicar  (a  Master  of  Arts 
of  the  University  of  Oxford)— the  one,  "  Parcere 
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Subjectis,"  the  other,  "Duke  et  Decorum  est  Pro 
Patria  Mori." 

"  Ah,"  said  the  Mayor,  with  a  rall)dng  glance  at 
Miss  Pescod,  "  that's  more  than  any  of  us  know. 
That's  Latin  !  " 

"  Excuse  me,"  put  in  Dr  Hansombody,  who  had 
been  measuring  out  a  draught  at  the  httle  table  by 
the  window,  "  I  don't  pretend  to  be  a  scholar  ;  but 
I  have  made  out  the  gist  of  them  ;  and  I  understand 
them  to  recommend  a  gentle  aperient  in  cases  which 
at  first  baffle  diagnosis." 

"  Ah  !  "  was  the  Mayor's  only  comment. 

"  I  don't  profess  mine  to  be  more  than  a  free 
rendering,"  went  on  the  little  apothecary.  "The 
Latin,  as  you  would  suppose,  puts  it  more  poetically." 

"  Talkhig  of  texts,"  said  the  patient,  leaning  back 
wearily  on  his  pillow,  "  there  was  a  woman  some- 
where in  the  Bible  who  put  her  head  out  of  window 
and  recommended  for  every  man  a  damsel  or  two 
and  a  specified  amount  of  needlework.  I  ain't  com- 
plainin',  mind  you  ;  but  there's  reason  in  all  things." 

You  have  heard  how  our  movement  was  launched. 
Where  it  would  have  ended  none  can  tell,  had  not  the 
Millennium  interfered. 


CHAPTER  III 

THE   MILLENNIUM 

A  RISTOTLE  has  laid  it  down  that  the  highest 
t  ;■„.  ^^  concerns  itself  with  reversal  of  fortune 
befalling  a  man  highly  renowned  and  prosperous,  of 

better  character  rather  than  worse;  andbroughtabout 
less  by  vice  than  by  some  great  error  or  fraUty.  After 
aU  that  has  been  said,  you  will  wonder  how  I  can 
admit  a  frailty  in  Major  Hymen.    But  he  had  one. 

You  will  wonder  yet  more  when  you  hear  it  de- 
fined. Te  tell  the  truth,  he— our  foremost  citizen- 
yet  missed  being  a  perfect  Trojan.  We  were  far 
indeed  from  suspecting  it :  he  was  our  fine  flower 
our  representative  man.  Yet  in  the  light  of  later 
events  I  can  see  now,  and  plainly  enough,  where  he 
fell  short. 

A  University  Extension  Lecturer  who  descended 
upon  us  the  other  day  and,  encouraged  by  the  crowds 
that  flocked  to  hear  him  discourse  on  EngUsh  Miracle 
Plays,  advertised  a  second  series  of  lectures,  this 
tune  on  EngUsh  Moralities,  but  only  to  find  his 
audience  diminished  to  one  young  lady  (whom  he 
promptly  married)— this  lecturer,  I  say,  whose  text- 
books mdeed  mdicated  several  points  of  difference 
between  the  Miracle  Play  and  the  Morality,  but 
nothmg  to  account  for  so  marked  a  subsidence  in  the 
'7 


28 


THE  MAYOR  OF  TROY 


register,  departed  in  a  huff,  using  tart  language  and 
likening  us  to  a  pack  of  cMdren  blowing  bubbles. 

There  is  something  in  the  fellow's  simile.  When 
an  idea  gets  hold  of  us  in  Troy,  we  puff  at  it,  we  blow 
it  out  and  distend  it  to  a  globe,  pausing  and  calling 
on  one  another  to  mark  the  prismatic  tints,  the  fugi- 
tive images,  symbols,  meanings  of  the  wide  world 
glassed  upon  our  pretty  toy.  We  launch  it.  We 
follow  it  with  our  eyes  as  it  floats  from  us — an  irre- 
coverable delight.  We  watch  until  the  microcosm 
goes  pop  !    Then  we  laugh  and  blow  another. 

Tliat  is  where  the  fellow's  simile  breaks  down. 
While  the  game  lasts  we  are  profoimdly  in  earnest, 
serious  as  children  :  but  each  bubble  as  it  bursts  re- 
leases a  shower  of  innocent  laughter,  flinging  it  hke 
spray  upon  the  sky.  There  in  a  chime  it  hangs  for  a 
moment,  and  so  comes  dropping — dropping — back 
to  us  until 

"  Quite  through  our  streets,  with  silver  sound  " 

the  flood  of  laughter  flows,  and  for  weeks  the  narrow 
roadways,  the  quays,  and  alleys  catch  and  hold  its 
refluent  echoes.  Your  true  Trojan,  in  short,  will 
don  and  doff  his  folly  as  a  garment.  Do  you  meet 
him,  grave  as  a  judge,  with  compressed  lip  and  cor- 
rugated brow  ?  Stand  aside,  I  warn  you  :  his  fit  is 
on  him,  and  he  may  catch  you  up  with  him  to  heights 
where  the  ridiculous  and  the  sublime  are  one  and  all 
the  Olympians  as  drunk  as  Chloe.  Better,  if  you 
have  no  head  for  heights,  wait  and  listen  for  the 
moment— it  will  surely  come— when  the  bubble 
cracks,  and  with  a  laugh  he  is  sane,  hilariously  sane. 
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Jf^!!"^'^  '\.^^  ^^^  ""^  ^^y°'  ^«"  °"t  with  our 

aUy,  bemgnantly,  gaUantly,  with  patronage,  in  de- 
precation compassionately,  disdainfully  (as  when  he 
happened  to  mention  Napoleon  Bonaparte) ;  subtly 
axid  with  mtention;  or  frankly,  in  mere  bonhomie; 
as  a  Man,  as  a  Major,  as  a  Mayor.  But  he  was  never 
known  to  laugh. 

Through  this  weakness  he  feU.  But  he  was  a  great 
"nd'ohk^  '*  to°k  the  Millennium-nothing  lest-to 

Here  let  me  say,  once  for  all,  that  the  Millennium 
Vicar  of  Helleston,  and   we  may  wash  our  hands 

On  the  first  Sunday  of  January  1800,  the  Vicar  of 
WeUeston,  (an  unimportant  town  in  the  extreme 
south-west  of  ComwaU,  near  the  Lizard)  preached  a 
sennon  which,  at  the  request  of  a  few  parishioners, 
he  afterwards  published  under  the  title  of  Reflections 
on  the  New  Century.  In  deUght,  no  doubt,  at  find- 
mg  himself  m  print,  he  sent  complimentary  copies  to 
a  number  of  his  feUow-clergy,  and,  among  others,  to 
the  Vicar  of  Troy. 

Our  Vicar  being  a  scholar  and  a  gentleman,  but  a 
determmed  foe  to  loose  thinking  (especiaUy  in  Cam- 
bridge men),  courteously  acknowledged  the  gift,  but 
took  occasion  to  remind  his  brother  of  HeUeston  that 
Reflection  was  a  retrospective  process ;  that  Man 
as  a  finite  creature,  could  but  anticipate  events 
before  they  happened  ;  and  that  if  the  parishioner 
of  Helleston  wished  to  reflect  on  the  New  Century 
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they  would  have  to  wait  untU  January  1901,  or 
something  more  than  a  hundred  years. 

The  Vicar  of  Helleston  rephed,  tacitly  admitting 
tus  misuse  of  language,  but  demanding  to  know  if  in 
the  Vicar  of  Troy's  opinion  the  new  century  would 
begin  on  January  ist,  1801 :  for  his  own  pait  he  had 
supposed,  and  was  prepared  to  maintain,  that  it  had 
begun  on  January  ist,  1800. 

To  this  the  Vicar  of  Troy  retorted  that  undoubt- 
edly the  new  century  would  begin  on  the  first  day  of 
January  1801,  and  that  anyone  who  held  another 
opinion  must  suffer  fiom  confusion  of  mind. 

The  Vicar  of  Helleston  stuck  to  his  contention, 
and  a  terrific  correspondence  ensued.  With  the 
arguments  exchanged— which  tended  more  and  more 
to  appeal  from  common-sense  to  metaphysics — we 
need  not  concern  ourselves.  The  most  of  them  re- 
appeared the  other  day  (1900-1901)  in  the  public 
press,  and  will  doubtless  reappear  at  the  alleged  be- 
ginning of  every  century  to  come.  But  in  his  sixth 
letter  the  Vicar  of  Helleston  opened  what  I  may  call 
a  masked  battery. 

He  said— and  I  beUeve  the  fellow  had  been  leading 
up  to  this  from  the  start— that  he  deshed  to  thresh 
the  question  out  not  only  on  general  grounds,  but 
officially  as  Vicar  of  Helleston  ;  since  he  had  reason 
to  believe  that  a  certain  day  in  the  opening  year  of 
the  new  century  would  bring  a  term  to  the  Millen- 
nium ;  that  the  Millennium  had  begun  in  Helleston 
close  on  a  thousand  years  ago  ;  and  that  (as  he  cal- 
culated, on  the  8th  of  May  next  approaching)  Sataji 
might  reasonably  be  expected  to  regain  liis  hberty 
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(s«  Revelation  xx.).  For  evidence  he  adduced  a 
local  tradition  that  in  his  parish  the  Arch^gel 
Michael  (whose  Mount  stands  at  no  great  disS 
had  met  and  defeated  the  Prince  of  Darkness  had 
cast  hm  mto  a  pit,  and  had  sealed  the  pit  with  a  ^at 
stone  ;  which  stone  might  be  seen  by  any  visftron 
apphcation  to  the  landlord  of  the  AngeUnn  a^d 
payment  of  a  trifling  fee.  Moreover,  the  stone  ^as 
black  as  your  hat  (unless  you  were  a  free-ttokl^ 
Radical  and  wore  a  white  one  ;  in  which  case  it  w£ 

^  .     Hen":  T''^  °"*  '''''  ^^  "^^  °^  H«"-^- 
-^.q.,  HeUs  Stone  -  corroborated  this   tradition 

He  went  on  to  say  that  annually,  on  the  8th  of  May! 

from  tune  mimemonal  his  parishioners  had  met  in 

the  streets  and  engaged  in  a  puMic  dance  which 

atter  commemorated  mankind's  deliverance  S 

the  Spirit  of  Evil,  or  had  no  meaning  at  aU. 

tion  hJT/-*  ^'°^'  ^^^S^  *°  ^  ««^  conten- 
tion, riposted  m  masterly  style.    He  answered  Hd- 

S^t  '£^  °n  Tk  P°'^;  "'  ^^^°  ^  predominant 
mterest,  in  the  DevU  by  pelting  his  opponent  with 

sS  F^""*"'  ''''"'''  P"-h-bowk!  Vf^^g. 
Devi,;  cT"/"P^/'  P"<l<li"g-di«hes,  Ploughsharel ; 
DevJ  s  Stndes,  Jumps,  Footprints,  Fingerprints  ' 
DevU's  Hedges,  Ditches,  Ridges.  Furrows  ;  D^J's 
Caims,  Cromlechs,  Wells,  Monoliths,  Caves  Cities 
Chfis,  Chasms;  Devil's  Heaths,  Moors,  Downs' 
Commons,  Copses,  Furzes,  Marshes,  Bogs,  Strel^s 

?rorSds  T'  ^°°''"'""''  ^*"^'  ^^*^'  Smithies 
Cross-roads     from  every  comer  of  the  Duchy.    He 

matched  Helleston's  May-dance  with  at  least  a  score 
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of  similar  May-day  observances  in  different  towns 
and  villages  of  Cornwall.  He  quoted  the  Padstow 
Hobby-horse,  the  Towedneck  Cuckoo-feast,  the 
Madron  Dipping  Day,  the  Troy  May-dragon,  and 
proved  that  the  custom  of  ushering  in  the  summer 
with  song  and  dance  and  some  symbolical  rite  of 
purgation  was  well-nigh  universal  throughout  Corn- 
wall. He  followed  the  custom  overseas,  to  Brittany, 
Hungary,  the  Black  Forest,  Moldavia,  Lithuania, 
Poland,  Finland,  the  Caucasus.  ...  He  wound  up 
by  sardonically  congratulating  the  worthy  folk  of 
Helleston  :  if  the  events  of  the  past  thousand  years 
satisfied  their  notion  of  a  Millennium,  they  were 
easily  i-l^ased. 

And  then — 

Well,  the  next  thing  to  happen  was  that  the 
Vicar  of  Helleston  published  a  pamphlet  of  76  pages 
8vo,  entitled  Considerations  Proper  to  the  New  Cen- 
tury, with  some  Reflections  on  the  Millennium.  Note, 
pray,  the  artfulness  of  the  title,  and,  having  noted  it, 
let  us  pass  on.  Our  Vicar  did  not  trouble  to  reply, 
being  off  by  this  time  on  a  scent  of  his  own. 

The  dispute  had  served  its  purpose.  On  the 
morning  of  March  25th,  1804,  he  knocked  at  the 
Major's  door,  and,  pushing  past  Scipio,  rushed  into 
the  breakfast-parlour  unannounced. 

"  My  dear  Vicar  !  What  has  happened  ?  Surely 
the  French—"  The  Major  bounced  up  from  his 
chair,  napkin  in  hand. 

"  The  Millennium,  Major  !    I  have  it,  I  tell  you  !  " 

Miss  Marty  sat  down  the  tea-pot  with  a  tremblmg 
hand.    She  was  always  timid  of  infectious  disease. 
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"  l"  ?hZ°\:  I    '^^  ^^^°^'^  *°"e  expressed  his  relief 
thls^X!!^.^^  -ment-and'you  not  LlS 

Tml^V^^'^u   ^^^  ^°^^  °*  ^^^  stick  aU  the  while 
Z  tfi!""  '^^'  '^'^'-    H^  had  hold  of  ttTe  iS" 

tis  plam  (excuse  me)  as  the  nose  on  your  face     Tht 
.o.e„^^yo_„  ,ee   'Napoleon-  with^  S/Tumb'S 

M^|lounSVViScSr'"^^^^« 
^Jhe    French?    Yes,    of    course-but.    excuse 

t.;ft=s^4;-j;s--eshoo. 

SIX  hundred — " 
"  Good  Lord  !     Where  >  " 

eights'*  S  H^  "^\    ^"  Revelation  thirteen. 

:  eTa^rsSo?"^  rs  Er '  ^  "^^  ''^ 

bSi  Po  °'  "^^  ^'"''-  B"*  that's  only  the 
Deginnmg.  Power,  you  remember,  was  riven  to  th^ 
Beas  to  continue  forty  and  two  months.^  Add  forty 

u  judy  ist,  1804  ■  that  IS  to  say,  next  Mav-dav 
You  perceive  the  significance  of  the  date  >"^  ^■ 
pale        '"''''^^•"  '""^'"'''^  ^^  Major.  siiU  a  trifle 
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"  Why,  my  dear  sir,  all  these  rites  and  customs 
over  which  the  Vicar  of  Helleston  and  I  have  been 
disputing — these  May-day  observances,  in  them- 
selves apparently  so  puerile  but  so  obviously  sym- 
boUcal  to  one  who  looks  below  the  surface — turn  out 
to  be  not  retrospective,  not  reminiscent,  not  comme- 
morative at  all,  but  anticipatory.  On  every  ist  of 
May  our  small  urchins  form  a  dragon  or  devil  out  of 
old  pots  and  saucepans,  and  flog  it  through  the 
streets.  Ex  ore  infantium — on  the  ist  of  May  next 
(mark  my  words)  we  shall  see  Satan  laid  hold  upon 
and  bound  for  a  thousand  years." 
"  Good  Lord  !  "  exclaimed  the  Major  once  again. 
"  In  the  middle  of  spring  -  cleaning,  too !  " 
quavered  Miss  Marty. 

"  You'll  find  it  as  clear  as  daylight,"  the  Vicar 
assured  them,  pulling  out  a  pocket  Testament  and 
tapping  the  open  page. 

"  Will  it,"  the  Major  began  timorously,  "  will  it 
make  an  appreciable  difference  ?  " 
"  To  what  ?  " 

"  To — to  oiu-  daily  life — our  routine  ?  Call  it 
humdrum,  if  you  will — " 

"  My  good  friend,  the  Millennium  !  " 
"  I  know,  I  know.  Still,  at  my  age  a  man  has 
formed  habits.  Of  course  "—the  Major  pulled  him- 
self together—"  if  it's  a  question  of  Satan's  being 
bound  for  a  thousand  years,  on  general  groimds  one 
can  only  approve.  Yes,  decidedly,  on  principle  one 
welcomes  it.  Nevertheless,  coming  so  suddenly — " 
The  Vicar  tapped  his  Testament  again.  "  It  has 
been  here  all  the  time," 
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:».''  "^^'l!^'"  'he  Major  sighed  impatiently    "  Still 

•t  s  upsetting,  you'U  admit."  ^  " 

'  The  end  of  the  world  !  "    Miss  Martv  crir,^  a 

her  apron  as  if  to  cast  it  over  her  head.^^  """"^^ 

the  worldT""'"""'  ""^^  """^'y  '^  -'*  the  end  of 
"  Oh,  isn't  it  ?  " 

thl  "  T^^^  ""^^^  t'^t  Satan  will  be  bound  for  a 
thousand  years  to  come." 

ro^""^^i'' .f  "-]!*'''  *^"^y  ^^J^^d  to  the  beU- 
rope-  there  s  no  harm  in  ringing  for  Scioio  tn 
bnng  m  the  omelet."  ^  P  °  *° 

fi  '1 V''"^  r"'/^'"^""  •  "    The  Vicar,  not  for  the 

S^SSt  "  '^^^•="'*  *°  ^°"-  ^-  '^^y's 

«rftTi°  "u-"'^'  '■^P^^*'  ^^^t  he  hears  at  table  •  I'U 

cours^J""    ^°""    '''^-     ^    ^PP'«='-te    that,    of 
an"ete^;  ^"/'.^^-^^en  you  come  to  think  of  it- 

MiL  M^ty.''  '"^^'  '™'  '^^  y"''  t'^-'^  ?  "  asked 

While  the  Vicar  considered  his  answer  on  ton  «f 

th.   uterruption   c^e   another-Sd^^   enSi^;' 
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with  the  omdet.  Now  the  entrance  of  the  Major's 
omelet  was  a  daily  ritual.  It  came  on  a  silver  dish, 
heated  by  a  small  silver  spirit-lamp,  on  a  tray 
covered  by  a  spotless  linen  cloth.  Scipio,  its  cook 
and  compounder,  bore  it  with  professional  pride, 
supporting  the  dish  on  one  palm  bent  backwards, 
and  held  accurately  level  with  his  shoulder  ;  whence, 
by  a  curious  and  quite  indescribable  turn  of  the 
wrist  (Scipio  was  double-jointed),  during  which  for 
one  fearful  tenth  of  a  second  they  seemed  to  hang 
upside  down,  he  would  bring  tray,  lamp,  dish  and 
omelet  down  with  a  sweep,  and  deposit  them  accu- 
rately in  front  of  the  Major's  plate,  at  the  same  in- 
stant bringing  his  heels  toget'i?.pr  and  standing  at 
attention  for  his  master's  aj^pr'  -.  al. 

"  Well  done,  Scipio  !  "  the  Major  would  say,  nine 
days  out  of  ten. 

But  to-day  he  pushed  the  tray  from  him  pettishly, 
ignoring  Scitiio. 

"  You'll  excuse  me  " — he  turned  to  the  Vicar — 
"  but  if  what  you  say  is  correct  (you  may  go,  Scipio) 
it  puts  me  in  a  position  of  some  responsibility." 

"  I  felt  sure  you  would  see  it  in  that  light  It's  a 
responsibility  for  me,  too." 

"  To-day  is  the  twenty-nfth.  We  have  I'ttle 
more  than  a  month." 

"  What  am  I  to  say  in  church  next  Sunday  ?  " 

"  Why,  as  for  that,  you  must  say  nothing.  Good 
Heavens !  is  this  a  time  for  adding  to  the  dis- 
quietude of  men's  minds  ?  " 

"  I  had  thought,"  the  Vicar  confessed,  "  of 
memorialising  the  Government." 
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h  J  ^^.^°^  ■  "    The  Major's  tone  whenever  he 

nahsed  the  Prune  Minister  for  a  couple  of  nineteen- 
pounders  which,  with  the  two  on  the  Old  Fort  woli 
havemadeourharbourinipregnable.    "Addi^gtonl 

2  '•  tJ  r  ^°'!;-^  ''"°^'"  ^'  "^"*  °"  sympathetic- 
aUy,     to  keep  a  discovery  Uke  this  to  yourseU.    But 

we  might  tell  Hansombody."  ^^ 

"  Why  Hansombody  ?  "    For  the  second  time  a 

suspicion  crossed  the  Vicar's  mind  that  his  he^tre 

w^e^confusing  the  Millennium  with  some  inft^u" 

Mils  Mity°""'  '°  ^"^  ^  P^^-^""'"  -gg-ted 

of  fair  t  7h'V^"  ^^^°'  '^^'^  '"■  As  a  matter 
25,  ;  ^  ^"^f  «<!  g'^eat  miportance  to  the  apothe- 
^s  judgment  and  was  wont  to  lean  on  it,  though 
not  too  ostentatiously.  "  It  can  hardly  faU  to  afect 
^^""""''^t  I  think,  in  common  justice,  nlZm. 
o'^r?oUd?^°^'^^*'^^*-^^^--Wes"e 

»n!i  tr^ ''  '1  •  ^''^  ^'''^  °P^ne<^  ^^  Testament  afresh 
mont^^^^'*  '°*°  !^  explanation.  "  And  forty-two 
months."  he  wound  up.  "  are  forty-two  months.  Z 
le^you  prefer  to  fly  in  the  face  of  RevelatiorT" 

"S^jT°'^^'t^°l^^'^y  staggered  the  Major. 

My  good  sir,  tt,A«r.  did  you  say?    Patmos  .?    Now 

Jaiiyone  had  come  to  me  a  week  ago  and  told  meJ 

Martha,  rmg  for  Scipio,  please,  and  tell  him  to  fetch 


me  my  hat  J 


Although  the  Major  and  the  Vicar  had 


as  good  as 
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made  solemn  agreement  to  impart  their  discovery  to 
no  one  b  t  Mr  Hansombody ;  and,  although  Miss 
Marty  admittedly  (and  because,  as  she  explained,  no 
one  had  forbidden  her)  imparted  it  to  Scipio  and 
again  to  Cai  Tamblyn  in  the  course  of  the  morning, 
yet,  knowing  Troy,  I  hesitate  to  blame  her  that  be- 
fore noon  the  whole  town  was  discussing  the  Mil- 
lennium, notice  of  which  (it  appeared)  had  come 
down  to  the  Mayor  by  a  private  advice  and  in 
Government  cipher. 

"  But  what  is  a  Millennium  ?  "  asked  someone  of 
Guimer  Sobey  (our  readiest  man). 

"  It  means  a  thousand  years,"  answered  Gunner 
Sobey  ;  "  and  then,  if  you're  lucky,  you  get's  a  pen- 
sion accordin'." 

Miss  Marty  confessed  later  that  she  had  confided 
the  secret  to  Scipio.  Now  Scipio,  a  sentimental  soul, 
cherished  a  passion.  In  church  every  Sunday  he  sat 
behind  his  master  and  in  full  view  of  a  board  on  the 
wall  of  the  south  aisle  whereon  in  scarlet  letters  on  a 
buff  ground  were  emblazoned  certain  bequests  and 
charities  left  to  the  parish  by  the  pious  dead.  The 
churchwardens  who  had  set  up  this  list,  with  the 
date,  September  1757,  and  attested  it  with  their 
names,  had  prudently  left  a  fair  blank  space  there- 
imder  for  additions.  Often,  during  the  Vicar's  ser- 
mons, poor  Scipio's  gaze  had  dwelt  on  this  blank 
space.  Maybe  the  scarlet  lettering  above  it  fas- 
cinated him.  Negroes  are  notoriously  fond  of 
scarlet.  But  out  upon  me  for  so  mean  a  guess  at  his 
motives !  Scipio,  regarding  this  board  Sunday  by 
Simday,  saw  in  imagination  his  own  name  added  to 
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that  glorious  roU.  He  had  a  few  pounds  laid  by. 
He  owned  neither  wife  nor  child.  Why  should  it  not 
be  ?  He  was  black :  but  a  black  man's  money 
passed  current  as  weU  as  a  white  man's.  Might  not 
his  name,  Scipio  Johnson,  stand  some  day  and  be 
remembered  as  weU  as  that  of  Joshua  Milliton,  A.M. 
(whatever  A.M.  might  mean),  who  in  1714  had  be- 
queathed moneys  to  provide,  every  Whit-Sunday 
and  Christmas,  "  twelve  white  loaves  of  half  a  peel; 
to  as  many  virtuous  poor  widows  "  ? 

So  when  Miss  Marty  confided  the  news  to  him  in 
the  pantry  where,  as  always  at  ten  in  the  morning, 
he  was  engaged  in  cleaning  the  plate,  Scipio's  hand 
shook  so  violently  that  the  silver  sugar-basin  slipped 
from  his  hold  and,  crashmg  down  upon  the  breakfast- 
tray,  broke  two  cups  and  the  slop-basin  into  smaU 
fragments. 

"  Oh,  Scipio  !  "  Miss  Marty's  two  hands  went  up 
in  horrified  dismay.  "  How  could  you  be  so  care- 
less !  " 

"  The  Mille  inium,  miss  !  " 

"  We  can  n  >  it— never  !  " 

Scipio  gaze/  :  -<■.  ..  but  what  he  saw  was  a 
shattered  dre?-  -„  ,  ,  ,  ^oard  strewn  with  frag- 
mentary scail,.  .tae.s  and  flourishes  "brief  flour- 
ishes." "Ole  man  Satan  is  among  us  sho  'nuff, 
Miss  Marty  :  among  us  and  kickin'  up  Saint's  De- 
light, because  his  time  is  short.  I  was  jes'  thinkin' 
of  the  widows,  miss." 

"  You  have  spoilt  the  set  ...  eh  ?  what  widows  ? 
You  don't  mean  to  tell  me  that  Satan—?  " 

Miss  Marty  broke  ofi  and  gazed  at  Scipio  with 
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dawning  suspicion,  distrust,  apprehension.  She  had 
never  completely  reconciled  herself  with  the  poor 
fellow's  coloiu:.  The  Major,  in  moments  of  irritation, 
would  address  him  as  "  You  black  hmb  of  Satan." 
He  came  from  the  Gold  Coast,  and  she  had  heard 
strange  stories  of  that  happily  distant,  undesirable 
shore ;  stories  of  devil-worship,  and — was  it  there 
they  practised  suttee  ?  What  did  he  mean  by  that 
allusion  to  widows  ?  And  why  had  he  turned  pale — 
yes,  pale— when  she  announced  the  Evil  One's  ap- 
proaching overthrow  ? 

Miss  Marty  left  him  to  pick  up  the  pieces,  and 
withdrew  in  some  haste  to  the  kitchen.  Then,  half 
an  hour  later,  while  rolling  out  the  paste  for  a  pie- 
crust, she  imparted  the  news  to  Lavinia. 

"  It's  to  happen  on  May-day,  Lavinia.  The 
Major  had  word  of  it  this  morning,  and — only  think  ! 
— Satan  is  to  be  bound  for  a  thousand  years." 
"  Law,  miss  !  "  said  Lavinia.  "  Apprentice  ?  " 
Cai  Tambl)m  heard  of  it  in  the  garden,  which  was 
really  a  small  flagged  courtyard  leading  to  the  terrace, 
which  again  was  really  a  small,  raised  platform  with 
a  table  and  a  couple  of  chairs,  where  the  Major  some- 
times smoked  his  pipe  and  overlooked  the  harbour 
and  the  shipping.  Along  each  side  of  the  courtyard 
ran  a  flower-bed,  and  in  these  Cai  Tamblyn  grew 
tuhps  and  verbenas,  according  to  the  season,  and 
kept  them  scrupulously  weeded.  He  was  stooping 
over  his  tulips  when  Miss  Marty  told  him  of  the 
Millennium. 

"  What's  that  ?  "  he  asked,  picking  up  a  slug  and 
jerking  it  across  the  harbour  wall. 
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"It's  a  totaUy  different  thing  from  the  end  of  the 
world.    To  begin  with,  Satan  is  to  be  taken  and 
bound  for  a  thousand  years." 
"  ^■°^  »"  ^'"^  ^^  Tamblyn  with  fine  contempt. 


CHAPTER  IV 

HOW  THE  TROY  GALLANTS  CHALLENGED 
THE  LOOE   DIEHARDS 

THAT  it  was  the  Major's  idea  goes  without  say- 
ing. At  Looe  they  had  neither  the  origin- 
ality for  it  nor  the  enterprise. 

I  have  already  told  you  with  what  sardonic  em- 
phasis he  quoted  the  saying  that  'twas  hardly  worth 
while  for  Great  Britain  to  go  to  war  merely  to  prove 
that  she  could  put  herself  in  a  good  posture  for  de- 
fence. The  main  secret  of  strategy,  he  would  add, 
is  to  impose  your  idea  of  the  campaign  on  your 
enemy  ;  to  take  the  initiative  out  of  his  hands  ;  to 
throw  him  on  the  defensive  and  keep  him  nervously 
speculating  what  move  of  yours  may  be  a  feint  and 
what  a  real  attack.  If  the  Ministry  had  given  the 
Major  his  head,  so  to  speak,  Agincourt  at  least  might 
have  been  repeated. 

But  since  it  enforced  him  to  wait  on  the  enemy's 
movements,  at  least  (said  he)  let  us  be  sure  that  our 
defence  is  secure.  Concerning  the  Troy  battery  he 
had  not  a  doubt ;  but  over  the  defences  of  Looe  he 
could  not  but  feel  perturbed.  To  be  sure,  Looe's 
main  battery  stood  out  of  reach  of  harm,  but  with 
the  compensating  disadvantage  of  being  able  to  in- 
flict none.  This  seemed  to  him  a  grave  engineering 
blunder  :  but  to  impart  his  misgivings  to  an  officer 
■     42 
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so  sensitive  as  Captain  ^neas  Pond  of  the  East  and 
W^t  Looe  Volunteer  ArtiUery  was  a  deUcate  matter, 
and  cost  him  much  anxious  thought. 

At  length  he  hit  on  a  plan  at  once  tactful  and  so 
bold  that  It  concealed  his  tact.  Between  Looe  and 
Troy,  but  much  nearer  to  Looe,  lies  TaUand  Cove,  a 
pretty  recess  of  the  coast  much  favoured  in  those 
days  by  smugglers  as  being  lonely  and  weU  sheltered, 
with  a  nicely  shelving  beach  on  which,  at  ahnost  any 
state  of  the  tide,  an  ordinary  small  boat  could  be  run 
and  her  cargo  discharged  with  the  greatest  ease.  A 
shelvmg  ridge  on  the  eastern  side  of  the  cove  had 
only  to  be  known  to  be  avoided,  and  the  run  of  sea 
upon  the  beach  could  be  disregarded  in  any  but  a 
strong  southerly  wind. 

Now,  where  the  free-traders  could  so  easily  land  a 
cargo.  It  stood  to  reason  that  Bonaparte  (were  he  so 
mmded)  could  land  an  invading  force.  Nay,  once 
on  a  time  the  French  had  actuaUy  forced  this  very 
spot  A  short  way  up  the  valley  behind  the  cove 
stood  a  mill ;  and  of  that  miU  this  story  was  told 
About  the  time  of  the  Wars  of  the  Roses,  the  miller 
there  gave  entertainment  to  a  fellow-miller  from  the 
Breton  coast  opposite,  who  had  crossed  over— or  so 
he  pretended— to  learn  by  what  art  the  EngUsh 
ground -finer  com  than  the  French.  Coming  by 
hazard  to  this  mill  above  TaUand,  he  was  weD  enter- 
tained for  a  month  or  more  and  dismissed  with  a 
blessing ;  but  only  to  return  to  his  own  country 
coUect  a  band  of  men  and  cross  to  Talland  Cove 
where  on  a  Christmas  Eve  he  surprised  his  late  host 
at  supper,  bound  him,  haled  Jiim  down  to  the  shore 
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carried  him  off  to  Brittany,  and  there  held  him  at 
ransom.  The  ransom  was  paid,  and  our  Cornish 
miUer,  returning,  built  himself  a  secret  cupboard 
behind  the  chimney  for  a  hiding-place  against  an- 
other such  mishap.  That  hiding-place  yet  existed, 
and  formed  (as  the  Major  well  knew)  a  capital  store- 
chamber  for  the  free-traders. 

The  Major,  then,  having  carefully  studied  Talland 
Cove,  with  its  approaches,  and  the  lie  of  the  land  to 
the  east  and  west  and  immediately  behind  it,  sat 
down  ard  indited  the  following  letter  :— 

"Dear  Pond,— I  have  been  thinking  over  the 
military  situation,  an(i  am  of  opinion  that  if  the 
enemy  once  effjced  a  lodgment  in  Looe,  we  in  Troy 
might  have  djff-  alty  in  dislodging  him.  Have  you 
considered  the  danger  of  TaUand  Cove  and  the  acces- 
sibility of  your  town  from  that  quarter?  And 
would  you  and  your  corps  entertain  the  idea  of  a  de- 
scent of  my  corps  upon  Talland  one  of  these  nights  as 
a  friendly  test  ?— Believe  me,  yours  truly, 

"  Sol.  Hymen  (Major). 

"  To  Captain  ^neas  Pond,  Commanding  the  East 
and  West  Looe  Volunteer  Artillery." 

To  this  Captain  Pond  made  answer  :— 

"  Dear  Hymen,— The  military  situation  here  is 
practically  unchanged.  We  have  had  some  bron- 
chial trouble  among  the  older  members  of  the  corps 
m  consequence  of  the  severe  east  winds  which  pre- 
vailed up  to  last  week  ;  but  on  the  whole  we  have 
weathered  the  winter  beyond  expectation.    A  slight 
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outbreak  of  whooping-cough  towards  the  end  of 
Febniary  was  confined  to  the  juvenUes  of  the  town 
and  left  us  unaffected. 

"Seeing  that  I  make  a  practice  of  walking  over  to 
Talland  to  bathe  at  least  twice  a  week  during  the 
summer  months,  I  ought  to  be  acquainted  with  the 
dangers  cf  the  Cove,  as  weU  as  its  accessibihty. 
The  temperature  of  the  water  is  of  extraordinarily 
low  range,  and  will  compare  in  the  mean  (I  am 
told  with  the  Bay  of  Naples.  My  informant  was 
speakmg  of  ordinary  year-.  Vesuvius  in  eruption 
would  no  doubt  send  the  figures  up. 

"  By  all  means  march  your  men  over  to  Talland  ■ 
and  If  the  weather  be  tolerable  we  will  await  you 
there  and  have  a  dinner  ready  at  the  Sloop.  Our 
Assurance  Fund  has  a  surplus  this  year,  which  in 
my  opmion,  would  be  well  expended  in  entertaining 
our  brothers-in-arms.  But  do  not  make  the  hour 
too  late,  or  I  shall  have  trouble  with  the  Doctor 
Wha'  do  you  say  to  3.30  p.m.,  any  day  after  this 
week  ?-Yours   truly,  je^.  Pond. 

"  To  the  Worshipful  the  Mayor  of  Troy  (Major  S 
.-ymen),  Commanding  the  Troy  Volunteer  Artillery." 

The  Major  replied : — 

"  Dear  Pond,— In  speaking  of  the  enemy,  I  re- 
ferred to  the  Corsican  and  his  minions  rather  than  to 
the  whooping-cough  or  any  similar  epidemic.  It 
struck  me  that  the  former  (being  flat-bottomed) 
might  with  great  ease  effect  a  landing  in  TaUand 
Cove  and  fall  on  your  flank  in  the  smaU  hours  of  the 
monung,  creating  ?  situation  with  which,  single- 
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handed,  you  might  find  it  difficult  to  cope.  My  sug- 
gestion then  would  be  that,  as  a  test,  we  arranged  a 
night  together  for  a  surprise  attack,  our  corps  here 
acting  as  a  friendly  foe. 

"  With  so  gallant  an  enemy  I  feel  a  diffidence  in  dis- 
cussing the  bare  contingency  of  our  success.  But 
it  may  reassure  the  non-combatant  portion  of  your 
population  in  East  and  West  Looe  if  I  add  that  72 
per  centum  of  my  corps  are  married  m^n,  and  that 
I  accept  no  recruit  without  careful  inquiry  into 
character. 

"  By  direct  assault  I  know  you  to  be  impregnable. 
The  reef  off  your  harbour  would  infaUibly  wreck  any 
ship  that  tried  to  approach  within  the  range  of  your 
battery  {270  point-blank,  I  believe) ;  and  my  ex- 
perience with  a  picnic  party  last  summer  convinced 
me  that  to  discharge  the  complement  of  even  half 
a  dozen  boats  by  daylight  on  your  quay  requires 
a  degree  of  method  which  in  a  night  attack  would 
almost  certainly  be  lacking.  Our  boats  would  not 
be  flat-bottomed,  but  only  partially  so  :  enough  for 
practical  purposes. 

"I  do  not  apprehend  any  casualties.  With  a 
little  forethought  we  may  surely  avoid  the  confusion 
incident  to  a  night  surprise,  while  carrying  it  out  in 
all  essentials.  But  I  may  mention  that  we  have  a 
well-found  hospital  in  Troy,  that  we  should  bring  our 
own  stretcher-party,  and  that  our  honorary  surgeon, 
Mr  Hansombody,  is  a  licentiate  of  the  Apothecaries' 
Hall,  in  London. — I  am,  my  dear  Pond,  youre  truly, 
"  Sol.  Hymen  (Major)." 

"  Confound  this  fire-eater  I  "  sighed  Captain  Pond. 
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"  I  knew,  when  they  told  me  he  had  founded  a 
hospital,  he  wouldn't  be  satisfied  tiU  he'd  filled  it." 
Yet  he  could  scarcely  decline  the  challenge. 

"  My  dear  Major,— In  these  critical  times,  when 
Great  Britain  calls  upon  her  sons  to  consolidate  their 
ranks  in  face  of  the  Invader,  I  should  have  thought 
it  wiser  to  keep  as  many  as  possible  in  health  and 
fighting  condition  than  to  incur  the  uncertain  risks 
of  such  a  nocturnal  adventure  as  you  propose.    I 
think  it  due  to  myself  to  make  this  clear,  and  you 
will  credit  me  that  I  have,  or  had,  no  other  reason 
for  demurring.    It  does  not  become  me,  however,  to 
argue  with  my  superior  in  military  rank  ;  and  again 
the  tone  of  your  last  communication  makes  it  im- 
possible for  me  to  decline  without  bringing  the  spirit 
of  my  Corps  under  suspicion.    I  cannot  do  them 
this  injustice.    Kis  Majesty,  I  dare  to  say,  has  no 
braver,  no  more  gaUant  subjects,  than  the  inhabit- 
ants of  East  and  West  Looe  ;  and  if,  or  when,  you 
choose  to  invade  us  you  may  count  on  a  determined 
resistance  and,  at  its  conclusion,  on  a  hearty  invita- 
tion to  supper,  or  breakfast,  as  the  length  of  the 
operations  may  dictate. — I  am,  yours  truly, 

"  iEN.  Pond  (Capt.  E.  and  W.L.V.A.) 
" PS.— It  you  will  accept  a  suggestion,  it  is  that 
on  the  night  of  the  30th  of  April,  or  in  the  early  hours 
of  May  morning,  large  numbers  of  our  inhabitants 
fare  out  to  the  neighbouring  farmhouse  to  eat 
cream  and  observe  other  unwholesome  but  primitive 
and  interesting  ceremonies  before  day-break.  A 
similar  custom,  I  hear,  prevails  at  Troy.    Now  it 
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occurs  to  me  that  if  we  agreed  upon  that  date  for 
our  surprise  attack,  we  should,  so  to  speak,  be  killing 
two  birds  with  one  stone,  and  at  a  season  when  the 
night  air  in  some  degree  loses  its  insalubrity. 

'■  P.P.S. — You  will,  of  course,  take  care — it  is  the 
essence  of  our  agreement — that  all  ammunition  shall 
be  strictly  blank.  And  praj  bring  your  full  band. 
Though  superfluous  before  and  during  the  surprise, 
their  strains  will  greatly  enhance  the  subsequent 
festivities." 

Thus  did  Captain  Pond  accept  our  challenge.  The 
Major  acknowledged  its  acceptance  in  the  following 
brief  note : — 

"  My  dear  Pond, — Your  letter  has  highly  grati- 
fied me.  Between  this  and  April  30th  I  will  make 
occasion  to  meet  you  and  arrange  details.  Mean- 
while, could  you  discover  and  send  the  correct  words 
and  tune  of  an  old  song  I  remember  hearing  sung, 
when  I  was  a  boy,  in  honour  of  your  town  ?  It  was 
called,  I  think,  '  The  George  of  Looe ' ;  and  if  be- 
tween this  and  then  our  musicians  learnt  to  play  it, 
I  daresay  your  men  would  appreciate  the  compU- 
ment  from  their  (temporary)  foes. — Yours  truly, 
"  Sol.  Hymen  {Major)." 

But  this  was  before  our  Vicar's  announcement  of 
the  Millennium. 

Captain  Pond  promised  to  obtain,  if  possible,  the 
words  and  music  of  the  old  song.  "  Courtesies  such 
as  yours,"  he  wrote,  "  refine  the  spirit,  while  they 
mitigate  the  ferocity,  of  warfare." 


..    ^iii 


CHAPTER  V 

INTERFERENCE   OF   A  GUERNSEY   MERCHANT 

A  SMALLER  man  than  Major  Hymen— I  aUude 
j  i  to  character  rather  than  to  stature— had  un- 
doubtedly postponed  a  mihtary  manoeuvre  on  finding 
It  hkely  to  clash  with  the  Millennium,  an  event  so 
incalculable  and  conceivably  so  disconcerting  to  the 
best-laid  plans :  and,  indeed,  for  something  like  forty- 
eight  hours  the  Major  was  in  two  minds  about 
wntmg  to  Captain  Pond  and  hinting  at  a  postpone- 
ment, r      r 

But  in  the  end  he  characteristically  chose  the 
stronger  line.  I  believe  the  handsome  language  of 
Captam  Pond's  last  letter  decided  him.  His  was  no 
cheap  imitation  of  the  grand  manner.  Magnifi- 
cently, spaciously— too  spaciously,  perhaps,  con- 
sidenng  the  width  of  our  streets— it  enshrined  a  real 
conception  of  Man's  proper  dignity.  Here  was  an 
obligation  m  which  honour  met  and  competed  with 
politeness  :  and  he  must  fulfil  it  though  the  heavens 
fell.  Moreover,  he  could  not  but  be  aware,  during 
the  month  of  April,  that  the  town  had  its  eye  on 
ton,  hopmg  for  a  sign.  He  and  the  Vicar  and  Mr 
Hansombody  had  bound  each  other  to  secrecy; 
nevertheless  some  inklmg  of  the  secret  had  leaked 
out.  The  daily  current  of  gossip  in  the  streets  no 
longer  kept  its  cheerful,  equable  flow.    Citizens 
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avoided  each  other's  eyes,  and  talked  either  in 
hushed  voices  or  with  an  almost  ftbrile  vehemence 
on  any  subject  but  that  which  lay  closest  to  their 
thoughts. 

But  never  did  our  Mayor  display  such  strength, 
such  unmistakable  greatness,  as  during  this,  the  last 
month — alas  ! — fate  granted  us  to  possess  him.  Men 
eyed  him  on  his  daily  walk,  but  he  for  his  part  eyed 
the  weather  :  and  the  weather  continued  remarkably 
fine  for  the  time  of  year. 

So  warm,  so  still,  indeed,  were  the  evenings,  that 
in  the  third  week  of  April  he  began  to  take  his 
dessert,  after  dinner,  out  of  doors  on  the  terrace  over- 
looking the  harbour ;  and  would  sit  and  smoke  there, 
aloiie  with  a  book,  imtil  the  shadows  gathered  and 
it  grew  too  dark  to  read  print. 

"  And  you  may  tell  Scipio  to  bring  me  out  a  bottle 
of  the  green-sealed  Madeira,"  he  commanded,  on  the 
evening  of  the  twentieth. 

"  The  green-sealed  Madeira  ?  "  echoed  Miss  Marty. 
"  You  know,  of  course,  that  there  is  but  a  dozen  or 
so  left  ?  " 

"  A  dozen  precisely  ;  and  tc^day  is  the  twentieth. 
That  leaves  " — the  Major  drummed  with  his  fingers 
on  the  mahogany — "  a  bottle  a  night  and  one  over. 
That  last  one  I  reserve  to  drink  on  the  evening  of 
May-day  if  all  goes  well.    One    ust  risk  something." 

"  Solomon  I  " 

"  Eh  ?  "  The  Major  looked  up  in  surprise.  Al- 
though a  kinswoman,  Miss  Marty  had  never  before 
dared  to  address  him  by  his  Christian  name.  "  One 
must  risk  something ;  or  rather,  I  should  say,  one 
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must  leave  a  margin.    If  Hansombody  caUs.  vou 
may  send  oui  the  brown  sherry." 

''  Forgive  me,  cousin.  I  see  you  going  about  your 
dmly  busmess,  cahn  and  coUected.  as%hough  no 
shadow  hung  over  us— "  ^ 

myJ^"uSr^°"  ''''  ''^'^  responsibilities. 

thL^f^'  ^^  '   '^  ^^™^^  y°"  ^°'^  "•    Do  not  think 

tnbute.  I  often  wish,"  pursued  Miss  Marty,  some- 
what mcoherently.  "that  I  had  beer  bom'^k  m"n. 
I  trust  the  aspiration  is  not  unwomanly.  I  see  you 
gomg  about  as  if  nothing  were  happening  or  S 
to  happen,  and  me  all  the  while  half  dead  I,  mybed 
and  heanng  the  clock  strike  and  expecting  Teven; 

LTth  v^'  "  "^^  ^^^"^'^  "^^^»'t  bad'enou'h^ 
And  the  Vicar  may  say  what  he  likes,  but  when  I 
hear  you  ordering  up  the  green-sealed  Madeira  I 
know  you're  like  me,  and  in  your  heart  of  hearts 
can  t  see  much  difference  between  it  and  the  end  ol 
he  world,  for  all  the  brave  face  you  put  on  it.  Oh 
I  daresay  it's  different  when  one  happens  to  be  a 
man,    wound  up  Miss  Marty,  "  but  what  /  want  to 

cXtabTy'^^'"''^'*  ^^  ''^  ^^^  ^— <^  «°  - 

The  Major  rose  and  flicked  a  crumb  or  two  from 

the  knees  of  his  pantaloons.    For  the  moment  he 

ir^f  .tr.i  °  "^'^'^  ^'''  •'"*  *'^°"gl»t  I'^tter  of 
It  and  left  the  room  without  speech,  taking  his 
napkm  with  him.  ^  "* 

To  teU  the  truth,  he  had  been  near  to  giving  wav 
In  his  heart  he  echoed  Mi«  Marty's  prSfj^d 
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it  touched  him  with  an  accent  of  reproach — faint 
indeed ;  an  accent  and  no  more — which  yet  he  had 
detected  and  understood.  Was  he  not  in  some  sort 
responsible  ?  ^Would  the  Millennium  be  imminent 
to-day — or,  if^imminent,  would  it  be  weeiring  so  mo- 
mentous an|aspect  ? — if  at  the  last  Mayor-choosing  he 
had  modestly  declined  to  be  re-elected  (for  the  fifth 
successive  year),  and  had  stood  aside  in  favour  of 
some  worthy  but  less  eminent  citizen  ?  Hansom- 
body,  for  instance  ?  Hansombody  admired  him, 
idolised  him,  with  a  devotion  almost  canine.  Yet 
Hansombody  might  be  expected  to  cherish  hopes 
of  the  mayoral  succession  sooner  or  later,  for  one 
brief  year  at  any  rate  ;  and  for  a  few  moments  after 
accecUng  for  the  sixth  time  to  the  unanimous  request 
of  the  burgesses,  the  Major  had  almost  fancied  that 
Hansombody's  feelings  were  hurt.  Hansombody 
would  have  made  a  competent  mayor ;  provoking 
compeirison,  of  course,  but  certainly  not  provoking 
the  jealousy  of  the  gods.  It  is  notoriously  the 
mountain  top,  the  monarch  oak  that  attracts  the 
Ughtning.  Impossible  to  think  of  Hansombody 
attracting  the  lightning,  with  his  bedside  manner  ! 

The  Major  seated  himself  in  his  favourite  chair  on 
the  terrace,  spread  his  napkin  over  his  knees  and 
mused,  while  Scipio  set  out  the  decanters  and  glasses. 

His  gaze,  travelling  over  the  low  parapet  of  the 
quay-wall,  rested  on  the  quiet  harbour,  the  ships 
swinging  slowly  with  the  tide,  the  farther  shore 
touched  with  the  sunset  glory.  Evensong,  the  close 
of  day,  the  end  of  deeds,  the  twilit  passing  of  man — 
all  these  the  scene,  the  hour  suggested.    And  yet 
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(the  Major  poured  out  a  glass  of  the  green-sealed 
Madeira)  this  hfe  was  good  and  desirable. 

The  Major's  garden  (as  I  have  said)  was  a  narrow 
one,  m  width  about  half  the  depth  of  his  house, 
terminating  ui  the  "  Terrace  "  and  a  narrow  quay- 
door,  whence  a  ladder  led  down  to  the  water.    Along- 
side this  garden  ran  the  rear  wall  of  the  Custom 
House,  which  abutted  over  the  water,  also  with  a 
ladder  reachmg  down  to  the  foreshore,  and  not  five 
yards  from  the  Mayor's.    On  the  street  side  one 
window  of  the  Custom  House  raked  the  Mayor's 
porch;    m  the  rear  another  and  smaUer  window 
overlooked  his  garden,  and  this  might  have  been  a 
nuisance  had  the  CoUector  of  Customs,  Mr  Penne- 
lather,  been  a  less  considerate  neighbour.     But  no 
one  mmded  Mr  Pennefather,  a  little,  round,  self- 
deprecating  official  who,  before  coming  to  Troy  had 
served  as  clerk  in  the  Custom  House  at  Penzance 
and  so,  as  you  might  say,  had  learnt  his  business 
in  a  capital  school :  for  the  good  feeling  between  the 
Customs    officials  and  the  free-traders  of  Mount's 
«ay,  and  the  etiquette  observed  in  their  encountere 
were  a  by-word  throughout  the  Duchy. 

The  Major,  glancing  up  as  he  sipped  his  Madeira 
and  catching  sight  of  Mr  Pennefather  at  his  window 
nodded  affably. 
"  Ah  !    Good-evening,  Mr  Collector  '  " 
"  Good-evening,  Major !   You'U  excuse  my  seeming 
rudeness  m  overlooking  you.    To  tell  the  truth,  I  had 
lust  closed  my  books,  and  the  sight  of  your  tulips—" 
A  fair  show  this  year-eh  ?  »    The  Major  took 
pnde  in  his  tuhps. 
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"  Magnificent !  I  was  wondering  how  you  will 
manage  when  the  bulbs  deteriorate  ;  for,  of  course, 
there's  no  renewing  them  from  Holland,  nor  any 
prospect  of  it  while  this  war  lasts." 

The  Major  sipped  his  wine.  "  Between  ourselves, 
Mr  Collector,  I  have  heard  that  forbidden  goods  find 
their  way  into  this  country  somehow.    Eh  ?  " 

The  Collector  laughed.  "  But  the  price,  Major  ? 
That  is  where  it  hits  us,  even  in  the  matter  of  tulips. 
War  is  a  terrible  business." 

"  It  has  been  called  the  sport  of  kings,"  answered 
the  Major,  crossing  his  legs  with  an  air  of  careless 
greatness,  and  looking  more  like  the  Prince  Regent 
than  ever. 

"  I  have  sometimes  wondered,  being  of  a  reflective 
turn,  on  the — er — far-reaching  consequences  of 
events  which,  to  the  casual  eye,  might  appear  in- 
significant. An  infant  is  bom  in  the  remote  island 
of  Corsica.  Years  roU  on,  and  we  find  our  gardens 
denuded  of  a  bulb,  the  favourite  habitat  of  which 
must  he  at  least  eight  himdred  miles  from  Corsica 
as  the  crow  flies.  Kow  unlikely  was  it,  sir,  that  you 
or  I,  considering  these  tulips  with  what  I  may  per- 
haps caU  our  finite  intelligence — " 

"  Step  around,  Mr  Collector,  and  have  a  look  at 
them.  You  can  unfold  your  argument  over  a  glass 
of  wine,  if  you  will  do  me  that  pleasure."  The 
Major  had  a  high  opinion  of  Mr  Pennefather's  con- 
versation ;  he  was  accustomed  to  say  that  it  made 
you  think. 

"  If  you  are  sure,  sir,  it  will  not  incommode  you  ?  " 

"  Not  in  the  least.    I  expect  Hansombody  will 
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join  us  presently.    Scipio,  bring  out  the  brown 
sherry." 

Now  the  Major  had  not  invited  Dr  Hansombody  ; 
yet  that  he  expected  him  is  no  less  certain  than  that, 
while  he  spoke,  Dr  Hansombody  was  actually  Ufting 
the  knocker  of  the  front  door. 

How  did  this  happen  ?  The  Major— so  used  was 
he  to  the  phenomenon— accepted  it  as  a  matter  of, 
course.  Hansombody  (good  soul !)  had  a  wonderful 
knack  of  turning  up  when  wanted.  But  what  at- 
tracted him  ?  Was  it  perchance  that  magnetic  force 
of  will  which  our  Major,  and  aU  truly  great  men, 
unconsciously  exert  ?  No  ;  the  explanation  was  a 
simpler  one,  though  the  Major  would  hrve  been 
inexpressibly  shocked  had  he  suspected  it. 

Miss  Marty  and  Dr  Hansombody  were  mutually 
enamoured. 

They  never  told  their  love.  To  acknowledge  it 
nakedly  to  one  another — nay,  even  to  themselves — 
had  been  treason.  What  ?  Could  Miss  Marty  dis- 
turb the  comfort,  could  her  swain  destroy  the  con- 
fidence, could  they  together  forfeit  the  esteem,  of 
their  common  hero  ?  In  converse  they  would  hymn 
antiphonally  his  virtues,  his  graces  of  mind  and 
person  ;  even  as  certain  heathen  fanatics,  wounding 
themselves  in  honour  of  their  idol,  will  drown  the 
pain  by  loud  clashings  of  cymbals. 

They  never  told  their  love,  and  yet,  as  the  old 
song  says, — 

"  But  if  ne'er  so  close  ye  wall  him, 
Do  the  best  that  ye  may. 
Blind  Love,  if  so  ye  call  him. 
He  will  find  out  his  way." 
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Miss  Marty  had  found  out  a  way. 
The  Major's  house,  as  you  have  been  told,  looked 
down  the  length  of  Fore  Street ;,  and  on  the  left  hand 
(the  harbour  side)  of  Fore  Street,  at  some  seventy 
yards'  distance,  Dr  Hansombody  resided  over  his 
dispensary,  or,  as  he  preferred  to  call  it,  his  "  Medical 
Hall."  The  house  stood  aligned  with  its  neighbours 
but  overtopped  them  by  an  attic  storey  ;  and  in  the 
north  side  of  this  attic  a  single  window  looked  up  the 
street  to  the  Major's  windows — Miss  Marty's  among 
the  rest — and  was  visible  from  them. 

Behind  this  attic  window  the  Doctor,  when  re- 
leased from  professional  labours,  would  sit  and  read 
or  busy  himself  in  arranging  his  cases  of  butterflies, 
of  which  he  had  a  famous  collection  ;  and  somehow 
— I  cannot  tell  you  when  or  how,  except  that  it 
began  in  merest  innocence— Miss  Marty  had  learnt 
to  signal  with  her  window-blind  and  the  Doctor  to 
reply  with  his.  This  evening,  for  instance,  by 
lowering  her  blind  to  the  foot  of  the  second  pane 
from  the  top,  Miss  Marty  had  telegraphed,— 

"  The  Major  requests  you  to  call  and  take  wine 
with  him." 

The  Doctor  drew  his  blind  down  rapidly  and  as 
rapidly  raised  it  again.  This  said,  "I  come  at 
once,"  and  Miss  Marty  knew  that  it  added,  "  On 
the  wings  of  love  !  " 

A  shght  agitation  of  the  lower  left-hand  comer  of 
her  blind  supplemented  the  message  thus,— 
"  There  will  be  brown  sherry." 
"Then  will    I  also  call    to-morrow,"    said  the 
Doctor's  blind,  roguishly,  meaning  that  if  the  Major 
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indulged  in  brown  sherry  (which  never  agreed  with 
him)  this  convivial  visit  would  ahnost  certainly  be 
foUowed  by  a  professional  one.  Miss  Marty,  having 
no  signal  for  the  green-sealed  Madeira,  postponed 
explanation,  and  drew  her  blind  midway  down  the 
wmdow.  The  Doctor  did  the  same  with  his.  This 
signal  and  its  answer  invariably  closed  their  corre- 
spondence ;  but  what  it  meant,  what  tender  message 
It  conveyed,  remained  an  uncommunicated  secret. 
By  it  Miss  Marty— but  shall  I  reveal  the  arcana  of 
that  virgin  breast  ?  Let  us  be  content  to  know  that 
whatever  it  conveyed  was,  on  her  part,  womanly ; 
on  his,  gallant  and  even  dashing. 

The  Doctor  lost  no  time  in  fetching  his  hat  and 
gold-topped  cane.  He  knew  the  Major's  brown 
sherry ;  it  had  twice  -nade  a  voyage  to  the  West 
Indies.    He  hied  him  up  the  street  with  alacrity. 

The  Collector,  though  he  had  the  worse  of  the 
start,  was  not  slow.  He  also  had  tasted  the  Major's 
brown  sherry.  He  closed  his  ledgers,  locked  his 
desk,  caught  up  his  hat,  and  was  closing  the  Custom 
House  door  behind  him  wljen,  from  the  top  of  the 
Custom  House  steps,  he  saw  the  Major's  door  open 
to  admit  Dr  Hansombody. 

Ye  who  listen  with  credulity  to  the  whispers  of 
fancy  and  pursue  in  imagination  the  pleasures  of 
hope,  attend  to  the  story  of  Dr  Hansombody,  Mr 
Pennefather,  and  the  brown  sherry  ! 

"  Dr  Hansombody  ?  "  With  her  own  hand  Miss 
Marty  opened  the  door,  and  her  start  of  surprise  was 
admirably  affected.  (Ah,  Miss  Marty !  Who  was 
it  rated  Lavinia  this  morning  for  a  verbal  fib,  until 
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the  poor  child  dropped  her  head  upon  the  kitchen 
table  and  with  sobs  confessed  herself  the  chief  of 
sinners  ?)  But  even  as  she  welcomed  the  apothe- 
cary, her  gaze  fell  past  him  upon  the  form  of  a 
stranger  who,  saimtering  up  the  street,  had  paused 
at  the  gate  to  scan  the  Major's  house-front. 

"  I  ask  your  pardon."  The  stranger,  a  long,  lean, 
lantern-jawed  man,  raised  his  hat  and  addressed  her 
with  a  strong  French  accent.  "  But  does  Mr  H5Tnen 
inhabit  here  ? " 

"  Yes,  sir ;  Major  H}anen — that  is  to  say  the 
Mayor — Uves  here." 

"Ah!  he  is  ako  the  Maire  ?  So  much  the  better." 
He  drew  out  a  card.  "  Will  it  please  you,  made- 
moiselle, to  convey  this  to  him  ?  " 

Standing  on  the  third  step  he  held  up  the  card. 
Miss  Marty  took  it  and  read,  "  M.  Cesar  Dupin." 

"  Of  Guernsey,"  added  M.  Dupin,  rubbing  his  long 
unshaven  chin  while  he  stole  a  long  look  at  the 
Doctor.  "  It  is  understood  that  I  come  only  to  lodge 
a  complaint." 

"  To  be  sure — to  be  sure,"  agreed  the  Doctor, 
hurriedly.  "  A  Guernsey  merchant,"  he  whispered. 
..."  You  will  convey  my  excuses  to  the  Major ; 
an  unexpected  visitor — I  quite  understand." 

H«  made  a  motion  to  retire.  At  the  same  moment 
the  Collector,  after  scanning  the  stranger  from  the 
Custom  House  porch,  himself  unseen,  unlocked  his 
door  again  without  noise,  re-entered  his  office  and 
deUcatdy  drew  down  the  blind  of  the  little  window 
overlooking  the  Major's  garden. 

"  There  is  the  parlour,"  Miss  Marty  made  answer 
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in  an  undertone.  "  This  gentieman  may  not  detain 
the  Major  long."  She  turned  to  the  stranger. 
"  Your  business,  sir,  is  doubtless  private  ?  " 

"  I  should  prefer." 

"Quite  so."  She  raised  her  voice  and  called, 
"  Scipio  1  Scipio  !  Ah,  there  you  are  !  Take  this 
gentleman's  card  out  to  the  terrace  and  inform  the 
Major  that  he  desires  an  interview." 

"  Why,  hullo  !  "  exclaimed  the  Major,  glancing  up 
at  the  sound  of  a  blind  being  dra,wn  above,  in  the 
Custom  House  window.  "  What  the  deuce  is  delay- 
ing Pennefather  ?  " 

Wliile  he  speculated,  Scipio  emerged  from  the 
house,  bearing  in  one  hand  a  decanter  of  brown 
sherry,  and  in  the  other  a  visitor's  card. 

"  Eh— what  ?  M.  Cesar  Dupin  ?  "  The  Major, 
holding  the  card  ahnost  at  arm's  length,  conned  it 
with  a  puzzled  frown. 

"  From  Guernsey,  Major." 

"Good  Lord!  And  I've  just  invited  Penne- 
father !  "  The  Major  rose  half-way  from  his  chair 
with  a  face  of  dismay. 

Scipio  glanced  up  at  the  Custom  House  window. 
He,  too,  had  caught  the  sound  of  the  drawn  blind. 

"  Mas'  Pennefather,  Major,  if  you'll  excuse  me,  he 
see  a  hole  t'ro'  a  ladder,  but  not  t'ro'  a  brick  wall. 
ShaU  I  show  the  genelman  in  ?  " 

"  I  fear,"  began  Miss  Marty,  as  the  Doctor  took 
a  seat  in  the  parlour,  "  I  greatly  fear  that  Scipio  has 
carried  the  brown  sherry  out  to  the  terrace." 
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I  t: 


Dr  Hansombody  smiled  as  a  lover  but  sighed  as  a 
connoisseur. 

"There  is  the  Fra  Angelico,  however."  She 
stepped  to  a  panelled  cupboard  on  the  right  of  the 
chimney-piece.  "  Made  from  my  own  recipe,"  she 
added  archly. 

The  Doctor  lifted  a  hand  in  faint  protest ;  but 
already  she  had  set  a  glass  before  him.  He  knew 
the  Fra  Angelico  of  old.  It  was  a  specific  against 
catarrh,  and  he  had  more  than  once  prescribed  it  for 
Scipio. 

"  Wine  is  wine,"  coijtinued  Miss  Marty,  reaching 
down  the  bottle.  "  And,  after  all,  when  one  knows 
what  it  is  made  of,  as  in  this  case — that  seems  to  me 
the  great  point." 

"  You  mustn't  think—''  began  the  Doctor. 

"  I  must  plead  guilty  " — Miss  Marty  poured  out 
a  glassful — "  if  its  name  suggests  a  foreign  origin. 
You  men,  I  know,  profess  a  preference  for  foreign 
wines ;  and  so,  humorously,  I  hit  on  the  name  of 
Fra  Angelico,  from  the  herb  angeUca,  which  is  its 
main  ingredient.  In  reality,  as  I  can  attest,  it  is 
English  to  the  core." 

The  Doctor  lifted  his  glass  and  set  it  down  again. 

"  You  will  join  me  ?  "  he  asked,  pointing  to  the 
decanter  and  temporising. 

"  Pardon  me.  I  indulge  but  occasionally  :  when 
I  have  a  cold." 

"  And  the  Major  ?  " 

"  He  pleads  habit.  He  says  he  is  wedded  to  the 
vintages  of  France  and  Spain.  '  What  ? '  I  rally 
him,  '  when  those  two  nations  are  at  war  with  us  ? 
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And  you  call  yourself  a  patriot  ?  '  He  permits  these 
railleries." 

"  He  is  a  man  in  a  thousand  !  " 

"  There  is  no  man  like  him  !  " 

"  If  we  exclude  a  certain  resemblance — " 

"  You  refer  to  the  Prince  Regent  ?  But  I  was 
thinking  only  of  moral  grandeur." 

"  True.  All  else,  if  one  may  say  so  without  dis- 
loyalty, is  but  skin-deep." 

"  Superficial." 

"  Thank  you,  the  expression  is  preferable,  and  I 
ask  your  leave  to  substitute  it." 

"  Solomon,  my  kinsman,  is  the  noblest  of  men." 

"  And  you.  Miss  Marty,  the  best  of  women !  " 
cried  the  Doctor,  taking  fire  and  a  sip  of  the  Fra 
Angelico  together,  and  gulping  the  latter  down 
heroically.  "  I  drink  to  you ;  nay,  if  I  dared,  I 
would  go  even  further — " 

"  No,  no,  I  beg  of  you  I  "  Her  eyes,  downcast 
before  this  sudden  assault,  let  fall  two  happy  tears, 
but  a  feeble  gesture  of  the  hand  besought  his  mercy. 
"Let  us  talk  of  him,"  she  went  on  breathlessly. 
"  His  elevation  of  character — " 

"  If  he  were  to  marry,  now  ?  "  the  Doctor  sug- 
gested.    "  Have  you  thought  of  that  ?  " 

"  Sometimes,"  she  admitted,  with  a  flutter  of  the 
breath,  which  sounded  ahnost  like  a  sigh. 

"  It  would  serve  to  perpetuate — " 

"  But  where  to  find  one  worthy  of  him  ?  She 
must  be  capable  of  rising  to  his  level ;  nay,  of  con- 
tinuing there." 

"  You  are  sure  that  is  necessary  ?    Now,  in  my 
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experience,"  the  Doctor  inclined  his  head  to  one  side 
and  rubbed  his  chin  softly  between  thumb  and  fore- 
finger—a favourite  trick  of  his  when  diagnosing  a 
case — "in  my  observation,  rather,  some  disparity 
of  temper,  taste,  character,  may  ahnost  be  postulated 
of  a  completely  happy  alliance  ;  as  in  chemistry  you 
bring  together  an  acid  and  an  alkali,  and,  always 
provided  they  don't  explode—" 

"  He  would  never  be  satisfied  with  that.  Believe 
me,  the  woman  he  condescends  upon  must,  in  return 
for  that  happy  privilege,  surrender  her  whole  fate 
into  his  hands.  Beneath  his  deference  to  our  sex  he 
carries  an  imperious  will,  and  would  demand  no  less." 
"  There  is  a  Httle  bit  of  that  about  him,  now  you 
mention  it,"  assented  the  Doctor. 

"  But  let  us  not  cheat—"  Miss  Marty  checked 
herself  suddenly.  "  Let  us  not  vex  oureelves  with 
any  such  apprehensions.  He  will  never  many,  I  am 
convinced.  I  cannot  imagine  him  in  the  Ught  of  a 
parent— with  offspring,  for  instance.  Rather,  when 
I  see  him  in  his  regimentals,  or,  again,  in  his  mayoral 
robe  and  chain— you  have  noticed  how  they  become 
him  ?— " 

The  Doctor  admitted,  with  a  faint  sigh,  that  he 
had. 

"  Well,  then,  he  puts  me  in  mind  of  that— what 
d'you  call  it,  which  the  poets  tell  us  is  reproduced  but 
once  in  several  hundred  years  ?  " 

"  The  blossoming  aloe  ?  "  suTcrested  the  Doctor. 

Miss  Marty  shook  her  head.  "  It's  not  a  plant- 
it's  a  kind  of  bird.  It  begins  with  '  P,h,'— and  you 
think  of  Dublin." 
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'*  Let  me  see— Phelim  ?    No,  I  have  it !  Phoenix." 

"  That's  it— Phoenix.    And  when  it's  going  to  die 

it  lights  a  fire  and  sits  down  upon  it  and  another 

springs  up  from  the  ashes." 

"  But  I  don't  see  how  that  applies  to  the  Major." 

"  No-o  ?  "  queried  Miss  Marty,  dubiously.    "  Well 

not  in  every  particular  ;  but  the  point  is,  there's  only 

one  at  a  time." 

"  The  same  might  be  said."  urged  the  Doctor, 
dehcately,  "of  other  individual  members  of  the 
Town  Council ;  with  qualifications,  of  course." 

"  And  somehow  I  feel— I  can't  help  a  foreboding— 
that  if  ever  we  lose  him  it  will  be  in  some  such  way  " 
"Miss   Marty!"    The  Doctor  stood  up.   with 
horror-stricken  face. 

"There,  now !  You  may  call  me  fanciful,  but  I 
can't  help  it.  And  you've  spilled  the  Fra  Angelico  ! 
Let  me  pour  you  out  another  glassful." 

"  We  must  all  die,"  answered  the  Doctor  inconse- 
quently,  not  yet  master  of  himself. 

"  Except  a  few  Bible  characters."  said  Miss  Marty 
filling  his  glass.  "  But  what  the  town  would  do 
without  him  I  can't  think.  In  a  sense  he  is  the 
town." 

A  moment  before  the  Doctor  had  all  but  denied  it ; 
but  now.  overcome  by  the  thought  of  a  world  without 
the  Major,  he  hid  his  face.  For  a  moment,  if  but  in 
thought,  he  had  been  disloyal  to  his  friend,  his  hero  I 

Miss  Marty  said  afterwards  that,  although  not 
accustomed  to  prophesy  and  humbly  aware  that  it 
was  out  of  her  line,  she  must  have  spoken  under 
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inspiration.  She  was  wont  also,  when  she  recalled 
her  forebodings  and  the  events  that  followed  and  so 
signally  fiUfilled  them,  to  regret  that  when  the 
Guernsey  merchant  took  his  leave,  an  hour  later,  she 
omitted  to  take  note  of  his  boots  ;  it  being  an  article 
of  faith  with  her  that,  in  his  traffic  with  mortals,  the 
Prince  of  Darkness  could  not  help  betraying  himseU 
by  his  cloven  hoof. 

In  the  garden  meanwhile  the  Major  and  his  guest 
were  making  very  good  weather  of  it,  as  we  say  in 
Troy  ;  the  one  with  his  Madeira,  the  other  with  the 
brown  sherry.  I  leave  the  reader  to  discern  the  gist 
of  their  talk  from  its  technicalities. 

"  Three  gross  of  ankers,  you  say  ?  "  queried  the 
Major. 

"  At  four  gallons  the  anker,  and  six  francs  the 
gallon." 

"  It  is  a  large  venture." 

"  And,  for  that  reason,  dirt  cheap.  To  my  know- 
ledge there  is  not  a  firm  in  Guernsey  at  this  moment 
doing  trade  at  less  than  seven  francs  the  gallon  in 
parcels  under  five  hundred  gallons." 

"  Yes,  yes."  The  Major  lit  his  pipe  and  puffed 
meditatively.  "  I  am  not  denying  that.  Only,  you 
see,  on  our  side  these  large  operations  rather 
heighten  the  expense  than  diminish  it,  while  they 
heighten  the  risk  enormously." 

"  I  do  not  see."  M.  Dupin  crossed  his  legs  and 
awaited  an  explanation. 

"  It  is  simple.  So  maay  more  tubs,  so  many  more 
carriers  ;  so  many  more  carriers,  so  much  the  more 
risk  of  including  an  informer.    One  hundred  carriers, 
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say,  I  can  lay  hands  on,  knowing  them  all  for  tried 
men.  Beyond  that  number  I  rely  on  recommenda- 
tions, often  carelessly  given.  The  risk  is  more  than 
trebled.  And  then,  the  fact  of  my  being  Mayor—" 
''  I  should  have  thought  it  lessened  the  risk." 
"  In  a  way,  yes.  But  in  case  of  miscarriage,  the 
consequences  must  be  more  severe.  I  'viu  own  that 
you  tempt  me.  The  tubs,  you  say,  would  be  ready 
slung."  ' 

"  Ready  slung  for  carriage,  man  or  horse,  which- 
ever you  prefer,  with  ropes,  stones  and  six  anchors 
for  smking  in  case  of  emergency.  We  will  allow  for 
these  if  they  are  returned." 

"  To  tell  the  truth,  since  becoming  chief  magis- 
trate of  this  borough,  I  have  rather  set  my  face 
against  these  operations.    It  has  seemed  to  me 
more  consonant.  .  .  .    And  an  operation  on  the 
scale  you  propose  could  not  be  conducted  without 
some  degree  of — er— audacity." 
''  It  means  a  forced  run,"  assented  M.  Dupin. 
''  If,  on  reflection—"  the  Major  hesitated. 
"  Excuse  me,  but  there  is  no  time.    For  reasons  of 
our  own,  my  firm  must  clear  the  stuff  before  the  end 
of  April;  that  is  why  we  offer  it  at  the  price.    Three 
gross,  with  six  ankers  of  the  colouring  stuff  gratis— 
and  the  tubs  ready  slung.    It  must  be  '  yes '  or  '  no  ' ; 
if  you  decline,  then  I  have  another  customer  on  the' 
string." 

"  The  end  of  April,  you  say  ?  "  The  Major  re- 
fflled  his  glass  and  mused,  holding  it  up  against  the 
last  gleam  of  daylight. 

"  We  could  ship  it  on  the  27th  or  28th.    The  moon 
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serves  then.  Say  that  you  run  it  on  the  night  of  the 
30th  ?  " 

"  Of  the  30th  ?  "  echoed  the  Major.  "  But  on 
that  night,  of  all  others,  my  hands  are  full.  To  be- 
gin with,  we  are  half -expecting  the  Millennivun." 

"  The  Millennium,  hein  ?  "  echoed  M.  Dupin  in  his 
turn.     "  I  do  not  know  her." 

"  It's  not  a  boat,"  the  Major  explained.  "  It's  a 
— well,  in  fact,  we  are  not  altogether  sure  what  it 
may  turn  out  to  be.  But,  setting  this  aside,  I  am 
engaged  to  conduct  a  military  operation  on  the  nig^t 
of  the  30th." 

"  Hein  ?  "  M.  Dupin  eyed  his  host  with  interest. 
"A  counter-stroke  to  the  First  Consul  —  is  that 
so?" 

"  Well,  not  exactly  a  downright  counter-stroke ; 
although,  if  I  had  my  way  .  .  .  but  in  fact  (and  I 
mention  it  in  confidence,  of  course)  our  Artillery  here 
is  planning  a  surprise  upon  our  neighbours  of  Looe, 
the  descent  to  be  made  upon  Talland  Cove." 

M.  Dupin  set  down  his  glass.  "  But  I  am  in  luck 
to-night!"  said  he.  "You  —  I  —  we  are  all  in 
luck !  " 

"  Forgive  me,  I  do  not  see — " 

"  Oh,  decidedly,  I  am  in  very  great  luck !  If  only 
your  neighbours  of  Looe — they,  too,  have  a  corps  of 
Artillery,  I  suppose  ?  "  M.  Dupin  felt  in  his  breast 
pocket  and  drew  out  a  paper.  "  Quick !  their 
officer's  name  ?  " 

"  A  Captain  Pond  commands  them :  Captain 
^Eneas  Pond." 

"  Pond  ?  Pond  ?    See  now,  and  I  have  an  intro- 
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duction  to  him !  And  you  have  arranged  to  sur- 
Pnsehm,  on  the  night  of  April  30th-and  at  Talland 
Cov^when  there  wiU  be  no  moon !   Oh,  damgood !  " 

"  Nn.  "''"J  ^'^ J  *'°  "°*  '"*'■"  '^'  Major  protesteJ. 
Not  quite.    For  the  moment  you  do  not  see 
quite  ;  but  m  a  htOe  while."    M.  Dupin  leane-^.   or 
ward  and  tapped  the  Major's  knee.     "  You;      rt  I 
lery  ?    You  can  count  on  them  '  " 

'I  To  the  death." 

"  How  many  ?  " 

strSr-ber^...^*""^    '"''°"'"«    -«°-^    - 

"  Stretcher-bearers  ?  " 

"  For  the  wounded.  And.  of  couree-during  the 
dSedV"  P'^P-—  «Pect  our  corps  fo  be 

"By  the  crews?  But  they  will  be  <A«f«  /  It  is  of 
tu^l^^'^'r      ^°"  '""^""^  ^^  ^^y'  t°o.  will  re- 

Z\Z"a  ^"r'^^v*"'*  ^°^  y°"  «  *™«-    Next,  of 
the  Looe  Artillery,  how  many  ?  " 

''  Ybu  may  put  them  down  at  seventy,  all  told  " 

™=.u     f  ^T^!^  ^""^  "S^^y*  »«d  seventy--that 
nukes  two  hundred  and  fifty  ;  and  the  cogna^t  six 

t^^f*  ^^Z  '•  ^"^  ^^  ^^P*^"  P°°'J  commended 
to  me  for  the  deepest  man  in  Looe  !    It  is  you— it  is 

way!  M.  Dupm  leapt  up,  snapped  his  bony 
fingers  triumphantly;  then,  thrusting  his  hands 
beneath  his  coat-taU  and  clasping  them,  strode  to  and 
fro  m  front  of  the  Major,  for  all  the  world  like  a  long- 
legged  chanticleer.  "^ 
Ah,  but  wait  a  moment  I    Vainglorious 
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Gaul,  or  of  the  island  contiguous,  wait  a  moment  ere 
you  crow  before  the  Mayor  of  Troy  ! 

For  a  moment  the  Major  lay  back  in  his  chair,  to 
all  appearance  stupefied,  confounded.  Then  he  too 
rose,  his  lips  working,  his  hand  shaking  for  one  in- 
stant only  as  with  his  pipe-stem  he  traced  a  magni- 
ficent curve  upon  the  evening  sky. 

"  Sit  down  !  "  he  commanded.  "  Your  plan  is 
clever  enough  ;  but  I  have  another  worth  ten  of  it." 

And,  laying  down  his  pipe,  this  extraordinary  man 
lifted  the  decanter  and  refilled  his  glass  to  the  brim 
without  spilling  a  drop. 

What  was  the  Major's  plan  ?  Wait  again,  and  you 
shall  see  it  evolved  in  operation. 


CHAPTER  VI 

MALBROUCK   S'EN   VA 

T^HERE  is  mischief  of  some  sort  brewing,"  said 
_  -»-      Mr  SmeUie,  the  Riding  Officer. 
You  think  so  ?  »  queried  Mr  Pennefather.  trim- 
mmg  a  quill. 

"  rd  stake  my  last  shiUing  on  it,"  said  Mr  Smellie, 
slappmg  his  right  boot  with  his  riding-whip.  "  You 
a  family  man,  now—"  ' 

"  Eleven." 

"Quite  so.  Then  you  must  know  how  it  is  with 
children  ;  when  they  look  at  you  as  though  there 
was  no  such  thing  as  original  sin,  it's  time  to  keep 
your  eye  Kfting.  Ten  to  one  they're  getting  round 
you  with  some  new  devilry.  Well,  that's  the  way 
with  your  Cornish."  " 

Mr  Smellie  came  from  Glasgow— he  and  hU  col- 
league, Mr  Lomax,  the  Riding  Officer  of  the  Meva- 
gissey  district  which  lay  next  to  ours.  Tl.e  Govern- 
ment, It  was  understood,  had  chosen  and  sent  them 
down  to  us  on  the  strength  of  their  sense  of  humour 
—so  different  from  any  to  be  found  in  the 
Duchy. 

It  certainly  was  different.    To  Mr  SmeUie,  we  of 
froy  had  been  at  first  but  as  children  at  play  by  the 
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sea  ;  in  earnest  over  games  so  infantUe  as  to  excite 
his  wondering  disdain.  He  wondered  yet ;  but  in- 
sensibly— as  might  happen  to  a  man  astray  in  fairy- 
land— his  disdain  had  taken  a  tinge  of  fear.  Behind 
"  the  children  sporting  on  the  shore,"  his  ear  had 
begun  to  catch  the  voice  of  unknown  waters  rolling. 
They  came,  so  to  speak,  along  the  sands,  these  chil- 
dren ;  innocent  seeming,  hilariously  intent  on  their 
make-believe  ;  and  then,  on  a  sudden,  not  once  but  a 
dozen  times,  he  had  found  himself  tricked,  duped, 
tripped  up  and  cast  on  his  back ;  to  rise  unhurt, 
indeed,  but  clutching  at  impalpable  air  while  the 
empty  beach  rang  with  teasing  laughter. 

It  bafSed  him  the  more  because,  of  his  own  sort, 
he  had  a  strong  sense  of  humour.  It  was  told  of  Mr 
Pennefather,  for  instance,  that  during  his  clerkship 
at  Penzance  the  Custom  House  there  had  been 
openly  defied  by  John  Carter,  the  famous  smuggler 
of  Prussia  Cove  ;  that  once,  when  Carter  was  absent 
on  an  expedition,  the  Excise  officers  had  plucked  up 
heart,  ransacked  the  Cove,  carried  off  a  cargo  of 
iUicit  goods  and  locked  it  up  in  the  Custom  House  ; 
that  John  Carter  on  his  return,  furious  at  the  news  of 
his  loss,  had  marched  over  to  Penzance  under  cover 
of  darkness,  broken  in  the  Custom  House  and  carried 
off  his  goods  again  ;  and  that  Mr  Pennefather  next 
morning,  examining  the  rifled  stores,  had  declared 
the  nocturnal  visitor  to  be  John  Carter  beyond  a 
doubt,  because  Carter  was  an  honest  man  and 
wouldn't  take  anything  that  didn't  belong  to  him. 
The  Riding  Officer  thought  this  a  highly  amusing 
story,  and  would  often  twit  Mr  Pennefather  with  it. 
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But  Mr  Pennefather  could  never  see  the  joke,  and 
would  plead,— 
"  Well,  but  he  was  an  honest  man,  wasn't  he  ?  " 

•'  TTiat's  the  way  with  you  Cornish,"  repeated  Mr 
Sweilie  ;  "  and  after  a  time  one  learns  to  feel  it  in 
the  air,  so  to  speak." 

The  Uttle  CoUector  looked  up  from  his  ledger, 
pushing  his  spectacles  high  on  his  brow,  and  glanced 
vaguely  around  the  office. 

"  Now,  for  my  part,  I  detect  nothing  unusual," 
said  he. 

"  Furthermore,"  the  Riding  Officer  went  on,  r-till 
tapping  his  boot,  "  I  met  a  suspicious-looking  fellow 
yesterday  on  th<  Fahnouth  Road  ;  a  deucedly  sus- 
picious-looking fellow  i  a  feUow  that  answered  me 
with  a  strong  French  accent  when  I  spoke  to  him,  as 
I  made  it  my  busi  ^ss  to  do.  He  had  Guernsey 
merchant  written  all  over  him." 

"  Tattooed  ?  "  asked  Mr  Pennefather,  without 
looking  up  from  the  ledger  in  which  he  had  buried 
himself  anew.  "  I  had  no  idea  they  went  to  such 
lengths  ...  in  Guernsey  ...  and  fourteen  is 
twenty-seven,  and  five  is  thirty-two,  and  thirty-two 
is  two-and-eight.  ...  I  beg  your  pardon  ?  You 
identified  him,  then  ?  " 

Mr  Smellie  frowned.  "  I  shall  send  up  a  private 
note  to  the  Barracks  ;  and  meanwhile,  I  advise  you 
to  keep  an  eye  lifting." 

"  And  ten  is  three-and-six.  ...  An  eye  Ufting, 
certainly,"  assented  Mr  Pennefather,  without,  how- 
ever, immediately  acting  on  this  advice. 
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"There's  that  fellow  Hymen,  now,  next  door. 
He's  not  altogether  the  ass  he  looks,  or  my  name's 
not  Smellie." 

"  But  it  is,  surely  ?  "  Mr  Pennefather  looked  up 
in  innocent  surprise.  "  And  you  really  think  it 
justifies  calling  in  the  Dragoons  ?  " 

"  On  the  face  of  it,  no  ;  I've  no  evidence.  And 
yet,  I  repeat,  there's  some  mischief  afoot.  This  new 
game  of  Hymen's,  for  instance — Before  coming  down 
to  these  parts  " — Mr  Smellie  threw  a  fine  condescen- 
sion into  this  phrase — "  I  should  have  thought  it 
impossible  that  anyone  in  the  shape  of  a  man,  let 
alone  of  a  Major  of  Artillery,  could  solemnly  propose 
to  test  a  neighbouring  corps  by  a  night  attack,  and 
then  as  solemnly  give  warning  on  what  night  he 
meant  to  deUver  it." 

Mr  Pennefather  took  off  his  spectacles  and  [>olished 
them  with  his  silk  handkerchief.  "  But  without 
that  precaution  he  would  find  nobody  to 
attack." 

"  I  tell  you,  it's  absurd !  And  yet,"  the  Riding 
Officer  went  on  irritably,  "  if  one  could  count  on  its 
being  absurd,  I  wouldn't  mind.  But  there's  just  a 
chance  that,  with  all  this  foolery.  Hymen  and  Pond 
are  covering  up  a  little  game.  Why  have  they 
chosen  Talland  Cove,  now  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  because,  for  a  night  attack  on  Looe, 
there's  no  better  spot." 

"  Nor  for  running  a  cargo.  I  tell  you,  I  shall  keep 
the  Dragoons  on  the  alert." 

"  You  don't  suggest  that  you  suspect — " 

"  Suspect  ?    I  suspect  everybody.    It's  the  rule 
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of  the  service  ;  and  by  following  it  I've  reached  the 
position  I  hold  to-day." 

"  True."  The  Collector  readjusted  his  spectacles 
and  returned  to  his  figures.  There  may  have  been 
just  a  hint  of  condolence  in  his  assent,  for  the  Riding 
Officer  looked  up  sharply. 

"  If  you  lived  in  the  north,  Pennefather,  do  you 
know  what  we  should  say  about  you  ?  We  should 
say  that  you  were  no  very  gleg  in  the  uptake." 

"  I  once,"  answered  the  Collector,  gently,  without 
lifting  his  head  from  the  ledger,  "  began  to  read 
Bums,  but  had  to  give  him  up  on  account  of  the 
dialect." 

Meanwhile,  all  unaware  of  these  dark  suspicions, 
the  Major  and  his  Gallants  were  perfecting  their  pre- 
parations for  the  great  surprise. 

And  what  preparations  !  In  the  heat  of  them  we 
had  ahnost  forgotten  the  Millennium  itself ! 

For  weeks  the  band  had  been  practising  a  selec- 
tion of  tunes  appropriate  (i)  to  invasions  in  general 
and  (2)  to  this  particular  invasion.  There  was 
"  Britons,  Strike  Home  !  "  for  instance,  and  "  The 
Padstow  Hobby-horse,"  and  "  The  Rout  it  is  out  for 
the  Blues,"  sUghtly  amended  for  the  occasion  :— 

"  As  I  was  a- walking  on  Downderry  sands. 
Some  dainty  fine  sport  for  to  view, 
The  maidens  were  waiUng  and  wringing  their  hands— 
Oh,  the  Rout  it  is  out  for  the  Looes, 

For  the  Looes, 
Oh,  the  Rout  it  is  out  for  the  Looes." 

The  very  urchins  whistled  and  sang  it  about  the 
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streets.  On  the  other  hand,  the  Major's  chivahous 
proposal  to  hymn  The  George  of  Loc,  came  to 
nothing,  since  Captain  Pond  could  supply  him  with 
neither  the  words  nor  the  air. 

"  Notwithstanding  all  my  researches,"  he  wrote, 
"  the  utmost  I  can  discover  is  the  following  stanza 
which  Gunner  Israel  Spettigew — vulgarly  termed 
Uncle  Issy — one  of  my  halest  veterans,  remembers 
to  have  beard  sung  in  his  youth  : — 

"  *  Oh,  the  George  of  Looe  sank  Number  One ; 
She  then  sank  Number  Two ; 
She  finished  up  with  Number  Three ; 
And  hooray  for  the  George  of  Looe  I ' " 

"  Dammy  !  "  said  the  Major,  "  and  I  dare  say  that 
passes  for  invention  over  at  Looe." 

We  in  Troy  were  no  paupers  of  invention,  at  any 
rate.  Take,  for  example,  the  Major's  plan  of  cam- 
paign. First  of  all  you  must  figure  to  yourself  a 
terrain  shaped  like  a  triangle — almost  an  equilateral 
triangle — with  its  base  resting  on  the  sea.  At  the 
western  extremity  of  this  base  stands  Troy ;  at  the 
eastern,  Looe,  with  Talland  Cove  a  httle  to  this  side 
of  it.  For  western  side  of  the  triangle  we  have  the 
Troy  River ;  and  for  apex  the  peaceful  village  of 
Lerrjm,  set  in  apple-orchards,  where  the  tidal  waters 
end  by  a  narrow  bridge.  For  the  eastern  side  we 
take,  not  the  Looe  River  (which  doesn't  count),  but 
an  ancient  earthwork,  known  as  the  Devil's  Hedge, 
which  stretches  across  country  from  Looe  up  to 
Lerryn.  Who  built  this  earthwork,  or  when  he  did 
it,  or  for  what  purpose,  no  one  can  tell ;  but  the 
Looe  folk  will  quote  yon  the  following  distich, — 
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(Invention  again !) 

Of  these  thii^,  then  (as  Herodotus  puts  it),  let  so 
much  be  said.  But  thus  we  get  our  triangle  :  the 
sea  coast  (base),  the  Troy  River  and  the  Devil's 
Hedge  (sides),  meeting  at  the  village  of  Lenyn  (apex) 
among  the  orchards. 

Now  these  orchards,  you  must  know,  on  May 
mornings  when  the  tide  served,  were  the  favourite 
rendezvous  for  the  lads  and  maidens  of  Troy,  and 
even  for  the  middle-aged  and  married  ;  who  would 
company  thither  by  water,  to  wash  their  faces  in  the 
dew,  and  eat  cream,  and  see  the  sun  rise,  and  after- 
wards return  chorussing,  their  boats  draped  with 
green  boughs. 

This  year  the  tide,  indeed,  served  for  Lerryn  :  but 
this  year  the  maidens  of  Troy,  if  they  would  fare 
thither  to  pay  their  vows,  must  fare  alone.  Their 
swains  would  be  bent  upon  a  sterner  errand. 

So  their  Commander  by  secret  orders  had  dictated, 
and  all  the  town  knew  of  it ;  also  that  the  landing 
was  to  be  effected  in  Talland  Cove,  and  that,  if  suc- 
cess waited  on  their  arms,  supper  would  be  provided 
at  the  Sloop  Inn,  Looe.  One  hundred  and  fifty 
fighting  men  would  go  to  the  assault,  in  fourteen 
row-boats,  with  muffled  oars.  This  number  in- 
cluded the  band.  The  residue  of  thirty  men, 
making  up  the  full  strength  of  the  corps,  had  disap- 
peared from  Troy  some  ten  days  before,  on  an  errand 
which  will  appear  hereafter. 
But  the  fair  were  inconsolable.    Almost,  for  some 
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forty-eight  houis— that  is  to  say,  after  the  news 
leaked  out — our  Major  was  the  most  unpopular  man 
in  Troy  with  them  who  had  ever  been  his  wannest 
supporters.  War  was  war,  no  doubt ;  and  women 
must  mourn  at  home  while  men  imbrued  themselves 
in  the  gallant  strife.  But  Msy  day,  too,  was  May- 
day ;  and  the  tides  served  ;  "-d,  further,  there  was 
this  talk  about  a  Millennium  iiid  whatever  the  Mil- 
lennium might  be  (and  nob.dy  but  the  Mayor  and 
the  Vicar,  unless  it  was  Dr  Hansombody,  seemed  to 
know),  it  was  certainly  not  an  occasion  on  which 
women  ought  to  be  left  without  their  natural  pro- 
tectors. Even  the  Ambulance  Corps  was  bound  for 
Looe,  in  eight  additional  boats.  There  would  be 
scarce  a  row-boat  left  in  the  harbour,  or  the  ladies 
might  have  pulled  up  to  Lenyn  on  their  own  account. 
The  Major  suspected  these  murmurings,  yet  he 
kept  an  unruffled  brow  :  yes,  even  though  harassed 
with  vexations  which  these  ladies  could  not  guess — 
the  possible  defection  of  Hansombody,  for  instance. 
It  was  not  Hansombody's  fault:  but  Sir  Felix 
Felix- Williams,  who  owned  the  estate  as  well  as  the 
village  of  Lerryn,  had  reason  to  expect  an  addition 
to  his  family.  Dr  Hansombody  could  not  guarantee 
that  he  might  not  be  summoned  to  Pentethy,  Sir 
Felix's  mansion,  at  any  moment. 

Now,  for  excellent  reasons — which,  again,  will 
appear— the  Major  could  not  afford  to  make  Sir 
Felix  an  enemy  at  this  moment.  Besides,  these 
domestic  events  were  the  little  apothecary's  bread 
and  butter. 
On  the  other  hand,  the  absence  of  a  professional 
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man  must  seriously  discredit  the  role  assigned  to  the 
Ambulance  Corps  in  any  engagement,  however 
bloodless. 

"  You  might."  the  Major  suggested,  "  nominate 
half  a  dozen  as  deputy  or  assistant  surgeons.  You 
could  easily  pick  out  those  who  have  shown  most 
intelligence  at  your  lectures." 

"  True,"  agreed  the  Doctor  ;  "  but  as  yet  we  have 
not,  m  my  lectures,  advanced  i-o  far  as  flesh-wounds. 
They  would  know  what  to  do,  I  hope,  if  confronted 
with  frost-bite,  snake-bite,  sunstroke  or  incipient 
croup— from  all  of  which  our  Uttle  expedition  will  be 
(under  Providence)  immune,  and  I  have  as  yet  con- 
fined myself  to  directing  them,  in  all  cases  which 
apparently  difier  from  these,  to  run  to  the  nearest 
medical  man." 

"  Well,  weU  !  "  sighed  the  Major.  "  Then,  if  the 
worst  come  to  the  worst  and  you  cannot  accompany 
us,  we  must  rely  on  the  good  offices  of  the  enemy. 
They  have  no  qualified  surgeon,  I  believe  :  but  the 
secoiiJ  lieutenant,  young  Couch  of  Polperro,  is 
a'most  out  of  his  articles  and  ready  to  proceed  to 
Guy's.    A  clever  fellow,  too,  they  tell  me." 

"You  understand  that  if  I  fail  you,  it  will  be 
through  no  want  of  zeal  ?  " 

"  My  friend  "—the  Major  turned  on  him  with  a 
smile  at  once  magnanimous  and  tender—"  I  believe 
you  ask  nothing  better  than  to  accompany  me." 

"  To  the  death  !  "  said  the  Doctor,  in  a  low  voice 
and  fervently.    Then,  after  a  pause  full  of  emotion, 
"  Your  dispositions  are  all  taken  ?  " 
"  All,  I  believe.    Chinn  has  drawn  up  a  new  will 
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for  me,  which  I  have  signed,  and  it  lies  at  this 
moment  in  my  deed-box.  I  took  the  liberty  to 
appwint  you  an  executor." 

"  You  would  not  ask  me  to  survive  you !  "  (O 
Friendship !  O  exemplars  of  a  sterner  age  I  O 
Rome  !  O  Cato  !)  "  Not  to  mention,"  went  on  the 
Doctor,  "  that  I  must  be  by  five  or  six  years  your 
senior,  and  in  the  ordinary  course  of  events — " 

Major  Hymen  dismissed  the  ordinary  course  of 
events  with  a  wave  of  the  hand. 
"  I  ask  it  as  a  personal  favoiu-." 
"  It  is  an  honour  then,  and  I  accede." 
"  For  the  rest,  I  am  keeping  that  fellow  Smellie  on 
the  qui  vive.    For  three  days  past  he  has  been 
promenading  the  cliffs  with  his  spy-glass.    I  would 
not  lightly  depreciate  any  man,  but  Smellie  has  one 
serious  fault — he  is  ambitious." 
"  Such  men  are  to  be  found  in  every  walk  of  life." 
"  I  fear  so.    Ambition  is  like  to  be  SmeUie's  bane. 
He  is  jealous  of  sharing  any  credit  with  the  Preven- 
tive crews,  and  is  keeping  them  without  information. 
On  the  other  hand  he  delights  in  ordering  about  a 
miUtary  force  ;  which,  in  a  civiUan,  is  preposterous." 
"  Quite  preposterous." 

"  The  Dragoons,  of  course,  hate  working  under  his 
orders :  but  I  shall  be  suipiised  if  he  resist  the 
temptation  to  call  them  in  and  dress  himself  in  a 
little  brief  authority.  Further,  I  have  word  from 
Polperro  that  he  is  getting  together  a  company  of 
the  Sea  Fencibles.  In  short,  he  is  playing  into  our 
hands." 
"  But  the  boats  ?  " 
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''  They  are  here." 

"Here  ?  "    The  Doctor's  eyes  grew  round  with 
wonder. 

The  Major  swept  a  hand  towards  the  horizon. 
For  two  days  we  have  been  enjoying  a  steady 
southerty  breeze.    Tl>ey  are  yonder,  you  may  Z 
sure-the  three  of  them  :  and  that  is  where  Sniellie 
makes  a  mistake  in  not  employing  the  cutter." 
And  the  long  boats  ?  " 
"  The  long  boats  are  lying,  as  they  have  lain  for 
three  weeks  past,  in  Runnells'  yard,  awaiting  repairs. 
Runnells  IS  a  dilatory  fellow  and  has  gone  no  farther 
UiM  to  fill  ti.em  with  water  up  to  the  thwarts,  to 
u  .        *t^<=hness.-    Here  the  Major  aUowed  him- 
self to  smile.     "  But  Runnells,  though  dilatory,  will 
launch  them  after  dusk,  while  the  tide  suits." 
The  tide  makes  until  five  o'clock  " 
"  Until  five-twenty,  to  be  correct.     Before  seven 
o  clock  they  will  be  launched." 

"  You  pUy  a  bold  game,  dear  friend.  Suppose, 
now,  that  Smellie  had  kept  the  cutter  cruising^ 
the  coast  ?  "  b  "" 

..  It^  ^^J"*"  smiled  again,  this  time  with  finesse. 
The  man  is  ambitious,  I  tell  you.  By  employing 
the  cutter  he  might  indeed  have  intercepted  the 
caigo.  But  he  flies  at  higher  game."  Here  the 
Major  hghtiy  tapped  his  chest  to  indicate 
the  quarry.  "In  generalship,  my  dear  doctor,  to 
achieve  anything  like  the  highest  success,  you  must 
fight  wift  two  heads-your  own  and  your  adver- 
sary s.  By  putting  myself  in  Smellie's  place  •  bv 
descendmg  (if  I  may  so  say)  into  the  depths  of  his 
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animal  intelligence,  by  interpreting  his  hopes,  his 
ambitions  .  .  .  well,  in  short,  I  believe  we  have 
weathered  the  risk.  The  Mevagissey  fleet  puts  out 
to  the  grounds  to-night,  to  anchor  and  drop  nets  as 
usual.  With  them  our  friends  from  Guernsey — 
shall  we  say  ? — wiD  mingle  as  soon  as  night  is  fallen, 
hang  out  their  riding-Ughts,  lower  their  nets,  and 
generally  behave  in  a  fashion  indistinguishable  from 
that  of  other  harvesters  of  the  sea,  until  the  hour 
when,  with  Ughtened  hulls  and,  I  trust,  in  full 
regimentals  (for  they  carry  their  uniforms  on  board) 
they  join  us  for  the  Grand  Assault." 

"  But — excuse  me — how  much  does  the  town 
know  of  this  programme  ?  " 

The  Major  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  As  Uttle  as 
I  could  manage.  I  have  incurred  some  brief  im- 
popularity,  no  doubt,  among  the  fairer  portion  of 
our  community,  who  deem  that  I  am  den3dng  them 
their  annual  May-day  jaunt.  But  never  fear.  I 
will  explain  all  to-night,  before  embarkation." 

"  They  may  murmur,"  answered  Dr  Hansombody, 
"  but  in  their  hearts  they  trust  you." 

The  Major's  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

"  The  path  of  duty  is  strewn  with  more  than  roses 
at  times.  I  thank  you  for  that  assurance,  my 
friend." 

They  grasped  hands  in  silence. 

Troy  remembered  later — it  had  reason  to  remember 
— through  what  halcyon  weather  April  passed,  that 
year,  into  May.  For  three  days  a  gentle  breeze  had 
blown  from  the  south  ;  for  three  more  days  it  con- 
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toued.  dying  down  at  nightfaU  and  waking  again  at 

harbour,  had  bin  he"  d'^J/f^r"^''-'  -'-  ^^e 

fad^d^lXtTakiLXn?^'  ""^"^'^'  '^'  "^^^ 
a  r,;„»,+    "'5"'.  laKing  the  new  moon  with  it  leavinir 

mmum 

nnperceptibly  gathering  speed     S^hfr 
Quay  in  the  dark  shadot  ify  the  boatZtJl   ^"^ 

iov.ni'^i.rji  ■*  'Sin'r  ITS? 
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Hour.  But  the  Major  recognised  none  of  them. 
His  dispositions  had  been  made  and  perfected  a  full 
week  before ;  how  thoroughly  they  had  been  per- 
fected might  be  read  in  the  mute  alacrity  with  which 
man  after  man,  squad  after  squad,  without  spoken 
command  yet  in  unbroken  order,  dissolved  out  of 
the  ranks  and  passed  down  to  the  boats.  You  could 
not  see  that  Gunner  Tippet,  being  an  asthmatical 
man,  wore  a  comforter  and  a  respirating  shield ; 
nor  that  Sergeant  Sullivan,  as  notoriously  susceptible 
to  the  night  air,  carried  a  case-bottle  and  a  small 
basket  of  boiled  sausages.  Yet  these  and  a  hundred 
other  separate  and  characteristic  necessities  had  b'sen 
foreseen  and  provided  for. 

Van,  mainguard,  rearguard,  band,  ambulance, 
forlorn  hope,  all  were  embarked  at  length.  Lieu- 
tenant Chinn  saluted,  reported  the  entire  flotilla 
ready,  saluted  again,  and  descended  the  steps  with 
the  Doctor  (Sir  Felix  had  sent  no  word,  after  all). 
Only  the  Major  remained  on  the  Quay's  edge.  Over- 
head rode  the  stars  ;  around  him  in  the  penumbra 
of  the  lantern's  rays  the  crowd  pressed  forward 
timidly.    He  turned. 

"  Fellow-citizens,"  he  said,  and  his  voice  trembled 
on  the  words,  but  in-an  instant  was  steady  again, 
"  you  surmise,  no  doubt,  the  purpose  of  this  ex- 
pedition. An  invader  menaces  these  shores,  the 
defence  of  which  has  been  committed  to  us.  Of  the 
ultimate  invincibility  of  that  defence  I  have  no  doubt 
whatever ;  nevertheless,  it  may  expose  here  and 
there  a  vulnerable  point.  It  is  to  test  the  alertness 
of  our  neighbours  of  Looe  that  we  abstract  ourselves 
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sLVoTtltT  ''""^  *'  '^""'"^^  °^  home,  the 
society  of  the  fair,  m  some  instances  the  embraces  of 

ttn  r    °°'';.""*^  '"'^'^'^  "P°n  an  element  S^ 

gulfed.  If  It  did  not  actually  force  us  tr.  rZ* 
our  temeritv     "     /u  -^  .  ^^  postpone, 

u-li^   .  .    ^    °  *•***  consecrate^  eve  distract  n„r 

hitherto  faathfjd  swains  andlead  their  step^Stlen 
at  an  angle  of  something  like  thirty  d^-e^  ?  '  t 
have  reason  to  believe  that  some  such  S  com 
plamts  have  made  themselves  audible^d  it  «' 
painful  to  me  to  suffer  the  imputation  oMacL  o1 
leelmg  even  from  an  ^olian  haip.  Yet  I  havl 
suffered  it  awaiting  the  moment  t^eassure  you 
fnr  T      '     t"^'  ^  ^«^^"red!    We  depart  indeed 

IZir  '„  k"*  ^"  '^"P^'  ^'^  '^^^'  to  meet  S  at 
Lerryn  and  be  rewarded  with  your  approving  S« 
At  nme-thirty  precisely  the  three  long  boate  S<S' 
iVfl^.^,,  and  Corona,  which  have  lai^  for^!f' 
weeks  under  repair  in  Mr  Runnells'  yar"   wm^^ 

a^fe^f'^t"'  ^'°'''^  "^""<*'  -ch  maiiSiy^:^ 
able.  If  veteran,  crew.    After  a  brief  trip  outside  th^ 
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harbour— to  test  their  stanchness— they  will  return 
to  the  Quay  to  embark  passengers,  and  start  at 
3  a.m.  on  the  excursion  up  the  river  to  our  rendezvous 
at  Lerryn.  Nay  !  "  the  Major  turned  at  the  head  of 
the  steps  and  lifted  a  hand—"  I  will  accept  of  you 
no  thanks  but  this,  that  during  the  few  arduous  hours 
ahead  of  us  we  carry  your  wishes,  ladies,  as  a  prosper- 
ous breeze  behind  our  banners  !  " 

"  Now  isn't  he  a  perfect  duck  ?  "  demanded  Miss 
Sally  Tregentil,  turning  in  the  darkness  and  address- 
ing Miss  Pescod,  whose  strongly-marked  and  aquiline 
features  she  had  recognised  in  the  last  far-flung  ray 
of  the  Major's  lantern. 

"  My  good  Sarah  !     You  here  ?  "  answered  Miss 
Pescod,  divided  between  surprise,  disapproval  and 
embarrassment. 

"At  such  a  period — a  crisis,  one  might  almost 
say— when  the  fate  of  Europe  .  .  .  and  after  all, 
if  it  comes  to  that,  so  are  you." 

"  For  my  part — "  began  Miss  Pescod,  and  ended 
with  a  sigh. 

"  For  my  part,"  declared  Miss  Sally,  hardily,  "  I 
shall  go  to  Lerryn." 

"  Sally !  " 

"  It  used  to  be  great  fun.  In  later  years  mamma 
disapproved,  but  there  is  (may  I  confess  it  ?)  this 
to  be  said  for  war,  that  beneath  its  awful  frown- 
under  cover  of  what  I  may  venture  to  call  the  shak- 
ing of  its  gory  locks— you  can  do  a  heap  of  things  you 
wouldn't  dream  of  under  ordinary  circumstances. 
Life,  though  more  precarious,  becomes  distinctly 
lass  artificial.    Two  years  ago,  for  instance,  lulled  in 
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a  false  security  by  the  so-caUed  Peace  of  Amiens,  I 
^ould  as  soon  have  thought  of  flying  through  thi 

"  ww"  '*  ^*'r"^  *°  y°"'"  ^'''  P^°d  suggested. 

what  might  happen  if  the  Corsican.  taking  advan- 

tage^to-night  of  our  dear  Major's  temporary  ab- 

"Oh^H"''i''„^'f  u^fy  interrupted  with  a  shiver, 
second  thoughts  it  would  be  only  proper  " 

On  the  dark  waters  below  them,  beyond  the  Quay, 
l.^V^  "^  ^^^  ""'"^  «^^"  ^^^  command  to  "Give 
w"  u  '^  °"^  °°  ^'^^  fast-dropping  tide  the 

boats  keepmg  good  order,  headed  for  the  harbour's 
mouth.    The  Major  led.    0  navis,  referent 
^,??^;  '  P'^y  y°"'  °^  ^°"«  dropping  down  the 

^^if.     f  7k  "I'  •  °*  ^°"^  ^'^^  ^«*d  of  him.  the 
Heights  of  Abraham ! 
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CHAPTER  VII 

THE  BATTLE  OF  TALLAND  COVE 

"  Now  entertain  conjecture  of  a  time 
When  creeping  murmur  and  the  poring  dark 
Fills  the  wide  vessel  of  the  universe.  ..." 

THE  avant-garde  of  the  Looe  Diehards  occupied, 
and  had  been  occupying  for  two  dark  hours — 
in  a  sitting  posture— the  ridge  of  rock  which,  on  its 
eastern  side,  sheltered  Talland  Cove.  One  may  say, 
considering  the  heavy  dew  and  the  natiure  of  the  ridge 
^of  slate  formation  and  sharply  serrated — they  had 
clung  to  it  obstinately.  Above  them  the  clear  and 
constellated  dome  of  night  turned  almost  perceptibly 
around  its  pole.  At  their  feet  the  tide  lapp  j  the 
beach,  phosphorescent,  at  the  last  draught  of  ebb. 

Somewhere  in  the  darkness  at  the  head  of  the 
beach — either  by  the  footbridge  where  the  stream 
ran  down,  or  in  the  meadow  behind  it — lay  the  main 
body.  A  few  outposts  had  been  flung  wide  to  the 
westward,  and  Captain  Pond  for  the  second  time  had 
walked  ofi  to  test  their  alertness  and  give  and  receive 
the  password — "  Death  to  the  Invader." 

"  And  a  more  cold-running  act  of  defiance  I  don't 
remember  to  have  heard — no,  not  in  all  my  years 
of  service,"  said  Gunner  Israel  Spettigew,  a  cheerful 
sexagenarian,  commonly  known  as 

86  Uncle  Issy,  dis- 
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cussing  it  with  his  comrades  on  the  ridge.  "  There's 
a  temble  downrightness  about  that  word  '  death ' 
bpeaking  for  myself,  and  except  in  the  way  of 
business,  I  wouldn'  fling  it  at  a  cat." 

"  'Tis  what  we  must  all  come  to,"  said  Gunner 
UKe,  a  young  married  man,  gloomily  shifting  his 

"  True,  lad,  true.  Then  why  cast  it  up  against 
any  man  m  particular,  be  he  French  or  EngUsh  ? 
sto      *"  ^°"^*  -'mmin'  to  me,  shouldn'  throw 

"  I  reckon  you  fellows  might  iind  something  more 
cheerful  to  talk  about."    Gunner  Oke  shifted  his 

„  ,^f.f*"'  ^^  threw  a  nervous  glance  seaward. 
Wilham  Oke,  William  Oke,  you'll  never  make  a 
sojer  !    Now  I  mind  back  in  'seventy-nine  when  the 
fleets  of  France   an'  Spain  assembled  and  come 
together  agen  us-sixty-six  sail  of  the  jne,  my 
Bilhes,  besides  frigates  an'  corvettes  an'  such-like 
small  trade  ;  an'  the  folks  at  Plymouth  blowing  off 
then-  alann-guns,  an'  the  signals  flying  from  Maker 
rower— a  bloody  flag  at  the  masthead  an'  two  blue 
mis  at  the  outriggers.    Four  days  they  laid  to,  in 
sight  of  the  assembled  multitude  of  Looe,  an'  Squire 
Buller  rode  down  to  form  us  up  to  oppose  'em. 
^  HuUo       says  the  Squire  catching  sight  of  me. 
Where  s  your  gun  ?    Don't  begin  for  to  tell  me  that 
a  hansome,  well-set-up,  intelligent  chap  like  Israel 
bpettigew  IS  for  hangin'  back  at  his  country's  call !  • 
Squire,'  says  I,  'you've  a  pictered  me  to  a  hair. 
But  there's  one  thing  you've  left  out.    I've  been 
turmn'  it  over,  an'  I  don't  see  that  I'm  fit  to  die ' 
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'  Why  not  ?  *  says  he.  '  I'm  not  a  saved  man  like 
them  other  chaps,'  says  I.  '  I've  had  a  few  convic- 
tions of  sin,  but  that's  as  far  as  it's  gone.'  '  Tut,' 
says  he,  'have  you  ever  broken  the  Command- 
ments?' 'What's  that?'  I  asks.  'Why,  the 
things  up  at  the  end  of  the  church,  inside  the 
rails.'  '  I  never  married  my  gran'mother,  if  that's 
what  you  raean,'  I  says.  '  That's  the  Afi&ni-ety 
Table,'  says  he,  '  but  have  'ee  ever  made  to  yourself 
a  graven  image  ? '  '  Lord,  no,'  I  says,  '  I  leaves 
that  niggUn'  work  to  the  I-talians.'  'Have  'ee 
honoured  your  father  an'  your  mother  ? '  '  They 
took  damgood  care  abbut  that,'  says  I.  '  Well, 
then,  have  'ee  ever  coveted  your  neighbour's  wife  ?  ' 
'  No,'  I  says,  '  I  never  could  abide  the  woman.' 
'  Come,  come,'  says  he,  '  did  'ee  ever  commit  murder 
upon  a  man  ? '  '  That's  a  leadin'  question  from  a 
magistrate,'  I  says  ;  '  but  I  don't  mind  ownin',  as 
man  to  man,  that  I  never  did.'  '  Then,'  says  he, 
'  the  sooner  you  pitch-to  and  lam  the  better.'  " 

"  The  blood-thirsty  old  termigant !  " 

"  'Twas  the  way  of  us  all  in  the  year  'seventy- 
nine,"  the  old  man  admitted  modestly.  "  A  few 
throats  up  or  down — Lord  bless  'ee  ! — ^we  talked  of 
it  as  calm  as  William  Oke  might  talk  of  killin'  a  pig  I 
And,  after  all,  what's  our  trade  here  to-night  but 
battery  and  murder  ?  " 

"  But  'tisn'  the  French  we'm  expectin',"  urged 
Oke,  whose  mind  moved  slowly. 

"  'Tis  the  same  argyment  with  these  biUies  from 
Troy.  Troy  an'  Loot — what's  between  mun  m  an 
ordinary  way  ?    A  few  miles ;  which  to  a  thoughtful 
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mind  is  but  mud  and  stones,  with  two-three  churches 
Md  a  turnpike  to  keep  us  in  mind  of  lam's  faU. 
Why,  my  own  brothei  n,arried  a  maid  ftom  there  !  " 
"•Tis  the  Almighty's  doin',"  said  Uncle  Issy ; 
He  s  hand-in-glove  with  King  George,  and,  whUe 
Oiat  lasts,  us  poor  subject  fellows  have  got  to  hate 
Bonyparty  with  all  our  heart  and  with  all  our  mind 
and  with  aU  our  soul  and  with  all  our  strength,  for 
ncher  for  poorer,  till  death  us  do  part,  and  not  to  be 
afraid  with  any  amazement.  To  my  mind,  that's 
half  the  fun  of  bein^  a  sojer ;  the  pav's  smaU  and 
the  hfe's  hard,  and  you  keep  ungodly  hours ;  but 
tis  a  consolation  to  sit  out  here  'pon  a  rock  and 
know  you'm  a  man  of  blood  and  breaking  every 
mother's  son  of  the  Ten  Commandments  wi'  the 
Lord's  leave." 

"What's  thai/"  Gunner  O'  gripped  the 
Sergeant's  arm  of  a  sudden  and  leaned  forward, 
straining  his  ears. 

Someone  was  crossing  the  track  towards  them 
with  wary  footsteps,  picking  his  way  upon  the  Ught 
shingle  by  the  water's  ^dge.    Presently  a  voice, 
hoarse  and  low,  spoke  up  to  ihem  out  of  the  aarkness. 
"  Hist,    there !    Silence    in    the    ranks ! "    The 
speaker  was  Captain  Pond  himself.     "  A  man  can 
hear  that  old  fool  Spettigew's  cackle  half-way  across 
the  Cove.    They're  coming,  I  tell  you  !  " 
"  Where,  Cap'n  ?    Where  ?  " 
"  Bare  half-a-milt  t'other  side  of  Downend  Point. 
Is  the  first  rocket  ready  ?  " 
"  Ay,  ay,  Cap'n." 
"  And  the  flint  and  steel  ?  " 
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"  Here,  between  my  knees  :  and  Oke  beside  me, 
ready  with  the  fi'se.    Got  the  fuse,  Oke  ?  " 

"  If — if  you  p-please,  sir — " 

"  What's  wrong  ?  " 

"  If  you  p-please,  sir,  I've  chewed  up  the  fuse  by 
mistake  I  " 

"  What's  he  saying  ?  " 

"I  got  it  m-mixed  up,  sir,  here  in  the  d-dead 
darkness  with  my  quid  o'  baccy — and  I  th-think  I'm 
goin'  to  be  sick." 

"  'Tis  the  very  right  hand  o'  Providence,  then, 
that  I  brought  a  spare  one,"  spoke  up  Pengelly. 
"  Here,  Un'  Issy— yo«  take  hold — " 

"  Everything  must  follow  in  order,  mind," 
Captain  Pond  commanded.  "  As  soon  as  the  first 
boat  takes  ground,  you  challenge  :  then  count  five, 
and  up  goes  the  rocket.  Eh  ? "  The  Captain 
swung  roimd  at  the  sound  of  another  footstep  on  the 
shingle.  "  Is  that  you,  Clogg  ?  Man,  but  you  made 
me  jump !  " 

"  Captain  Pond  !  Oh,  Captain  Pond  !  "  stam- 
mered the  newcomer,  who  was  indeed  no  other  than 
Mr  Clogg,  senior  lieutenant  of  the  Diehards. 

"  Why  have  you  left  your  post,  sir  ?  Don't  stand 
there  clinky-clanking  your  sword  on  the  pebbles — 
catch  it  up  under  your  arm,  sir  :  you're  making  noise 
enough  to  scare  the  dead !  Now,  then,  what  have 
you  to  report  ?  Nothing  wrong  with  the  main  body, 
I  hope  ?  " 

"  A  man  might  call  it  ghosts  " — Mr  Clogg  in  the 
darkness  passed  a  sleeve  across  his  clammy  brow — 
"A  man  might  call  it  ghosts.  Captain  Pond,  and 
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But  you  know 
something  ? 


another  might  set  it  down  to  drink, 
my  habits." 

"Be    quick,    man!    You've    seen 
What  is  it  ?  " 

"  Ah,  what  indeed  ?  You  i  ly  well  ask  it,  sir  : 
though  not  if  you  was  to  put  the  Book  into  my  hands 
at  this  moment  and  ask  me  to  kiss  it—" 

"  Clogg,"  intemipt?d  the  Captain,  stepping  close 
and  gripping  him  by  ^e  upper  ann,  "  will  you  swear 
to  me  you  have  not  been  drinking  ?  " 

"  Yes  and  no,  Captain.  That  is,  it  began  with 
my  stepping  up  the  valley  to  the  farm  for  a  dollop 
of  hot  water— I'd  a  thimbleful  r  schnapps  in  my 
flask  here— and  the  night  turn  ;  chilly,  and  me 
remembering  that  Mrs  Nankivel  up  to  the  farm  was 
keeping  the  ketUe  on  the  boU,  because  she  promised 
as  much  onlj  last  night,  knowing  my  stomach  ro  be 
susceptible.  Well,  sir,  not  meaning  to  be  /ay 
more'n  a  moment — as  I  was  going  up  the  mev.aow, 
but  keeping  along  the  withy-bed,  you  understand  ?— 
and  if  I  hadn't  taken  that  road,  more  by  instinct 
than  ansrthing  else — " 

"  Oh,  for  Heaven's  sake,  if  you've  anything  im- 
portant to  say,  say  it !  In  another  five  minutes  the 
boats  will  be  here  !  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  you'd  call  '  important,'  " 
answered  the  Lieutenant,  in  an  aggrieved  tone. 
"  As  I  was  telling,  I  got  to  where  the  withy-bed  ends 
at  the  foot  of  the  orchard  below  the  house.  The 
orchard,  as  you  know,  runs  down  on  one  side  of  the 
stream,  and  t'other  side  there's  the  grass  meadow 
they  call  Little  Pare.    Just  at  that  moment,  if  you'll 
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believe  me,  I  heard  a  man  sneeze,  and  'pon  top  of 
that  a  noise  like  a  horse's  bit  shaken — a  sort  of  jingly 
sound,  not  t(  a  paces  o£E,  t'other  side  of  the  withies. 
'Tis  a  curious  habit  of  mine — and  you  may  or  may 
not  have  noticed  it — ^but  I  never  can  hear  another 
person  sneeze  without  wanting  to  sneeze  too.  How- 
s'ever,  there's  i.  way  of  stopping  it  by  putting  your 
thumb  on  your  top  lip  and  pressing  hard,  and  that's 
what  I  did,  and  managed  to  make  very  little  noise ; 
so  that  it  surprised  me  when  somebody  said,  '  Be 
quiet,  you  fool  there  ! '  But  he  must  have  meant  it 
for  the  other  man.  Well,  ducking  down  behind  the 
withies  and  peeking  athurt  the  darkness,  by  degrees 
I  made  out  a  picter  that  raised  the  very  hairs  on  the 
back  of  my  neck.  Yonder,  on  the  turf  under  the 
knap  of  Little  Pare,  what  do  I  see  but  a  troop  of 
horsemen  drawn  up,  all  ghostly  to  behold!  And 
yet  not  ghostly  neither  ;  for  now  and  then,  plain  to 
these  fleshly  ears,  one  o'  the  horses  would  paw  the 
ground  or  another  jingle  his  curb-chain  on  the  bit. 
I  tell  you.  Captain,  I  crope  away  from  that  sight  a 
good  fifty  yards  'pon  my  belly  before  making  a 
break  for  the  Cove ;  and  when  I  got  back  dose  to 
the  mainguard  I  ducked  my  head  and  skirted  round 
to  the  track  here  in  search  of  you  :  for  I  wouldn'  be 
one  to  raise  false  alarms,  not  I !  But,  if  you  ask 
my  private  opinion,  'tb  either  Old  Boney  hisself  or 
the  Devil,  and  we'm  lost  to  a  man." 

"  Good  Lord  !  "  muttered  Captain  Pond,  half  to 
himself.     "  Horsemen,  you  say  ?  " 

"  Horsemen,  Captain — ^great  horsemen  as  tall  as 
statues.    But  statues,  as  I  told  myself,  at  this  time 
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o'  night !    'Tis  out  of  the  question,  an'  we  may  put 
it  aside  once  for  all." 

"  Horsemen  ?  "  repeated  Captain  Pond.  "  There's 
only  one  explanation,  and  Hymen  must  be  warned. 
But  I  do  think  he  might  have  trusted  me  !  " 

He  turned  for  a  swift  glance  seaward,  and  at  the 
same  instant  one  or  two  voices  or.  the  ridge  above- 
called  alarm.    Vnder  the  western  cliff  his  eye  de- 
tected a  line  oi  dark  fhadows  stealing  towards  the 
shore. 

"  Until  gaining  the  entrance  of  the  Cove  "—so  ran 
the  Major's  order—"  the  boats  wiU  preserve  single  fiU. 
At  Dowend  Point  the  hading  boat  wiU  haU  and  lie  on 
her  oars,  close  inshore,  while  each  successor  pivots  and 
spreads  in  echelon  to  starboard,  keeping,  as  nearly  as 
may  be,  two  fathoms'  distance  from  her  consort  to  port  ; 
all  gradually,  as  the  shore  is  approached,  rounding  up 
for  a  simultaneous  attack  in  line.  The  crews,  on  kap- 
%ng  ashore,  will  spread  and  find  touch  with  one  another 
in  two  lines,  to  sweep  the  beach.  A  bugle-call  will 
announce  the  arrival  of  each  boat." 

The  Major,  erect  in  the  bows  of  the  leading  boat, 
glanced  over  his  right  shoulder  and  beheld  his  line  of 
followers,  all  in  perfect  order,  extend  themselves  and 
close  the  mouth  of  the  Cove.  Ahead  of  him— ahead 
but  a  few  yards  only— he  heard  the  slack  tide  run 
famtly  on  the  shingle.  From  the  dark  beach  came 
no  sound.  Overhead  quivered  the  txpectant  stars. 
He  lifted  his  sword-arm,  and  from  point  to  hilt  ran  a 
swift  steely  glitter. 

"  Give  way,  lads  !    And  Saint  Fimbar  for  Troy  !  " 
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A  stroke  of  the  oars,  defiant  now,  muffled  no 
longer!  Two — three  strokes,  and  with  a  jolt  the 
boat's  nose  took  the  beach.  The  shock  flung  the 
Major  forward  over  the  bows  ;  and  on  all  fours,  with 
a  splash— like  Julius  Caesar— he  saluted  the  soil  he 
came  to  conquer.  But  in  an  instant  he  stood  erect 
again,  waving  his  blade. 

"  Forward  !    Forward,  Troy  !  " 
"  I  beg  your  pardon.  Hymen,"  interrupted  Cap- 
tain Pond,  quietly  but  seriously,  stepping  forth  from 
the  darkness.    "  Yes,  yes  ;   that's  understood— but 
see  here  now — " 

"  Back,  or  you  are  my  prisoner !  "  The  Major 
had  scrambled  to  his  feet,  and  stood  waving  his 
sword. 

"  Hymen !  "  Captain  Pond  ran  past  the  Major's 
guard  and  caught  him  by  the  elbow. 

"  Hands  off,  I  say !  Forward,  Troy !  "  The 
Major  struggled  to  disengage  his  sword-arm. 

"  Hymen,  don't  be  a  fool !  As  a  friend  now — 
though  you  might  have  taken  me  into  your  con- 
fidence— " 

"  Unhand  me,  Pond !    Though  you  are  doing 
your  best  to  spoil  the  whole  business—" 
"  Listen  to  me,  I  say.    The  Dragoons — " 
But  Captain  Pond  touted  in  vain.    Bugle  after 
bugle  drowned  his  voice,   rending  the  darkness. 
From  the  rocks  to  the  eastward  voices  answered 
them,  challenging  wildly. 
^  "  Death  to  the  invader !  " 
ii|With  a  whoosh  a  rocket  leapt  into  the  air  and 
burst,  flooding  the  beach  with  light,  showing  up 
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evety  furze  bush,  eveiy  stone  wall,  every  sheeo- 
track    on  the  surrounding  cliffs.    As  if  ^y  hid 

flame  on  the  eastward  rocks,  and  in  the  sudden  blaze 
under  the  detonating  fire  of  musketo^,  the  mefof 
Troy  could  be  seen  tumbling  out  of  th^ir  boate  and 
splashmg  ankle-deep  to  the  shore  ' 

It  w^  a  splendid,  a  gallant  sight.    Each  man  as 
he  reached  terra  firm,,  dropped  on  one  Z^  Ar^ 

Stm  fro  V  K '^'*'  ^'^  ^^^^«<^  -  doze^pacJ 

splthed  asSl  "^'  "^^^  ''''''  reinforcements 
splashed  ashore  and  crowded  into  the  firine-line  • 
whUe  from  the  eastward  rock  the  vangua^^of^e 

SelSit.?  "^  '^ ?  '^^«  fi-  heedless^t 
Uie  torch^  that  exposed  them  each  and  aU  at  plain 
target-shot  to  the  oncoming  host.  ^ 

Still,  amid  the  pealing  notes  of  the  bugles  the 
Major  waved   his  men  forward.     Captaif  Pond 
breakmg  loose  from  him  and  facing  swiftirtowS 
-  the  Cove-head,  with  a  flourish  of  his  blade  M 
upon  his  mainguard.  ^** 

Under  the  voUey  that  thereupon  swept  the  beach 
the  invaders  did  indeed  waver  for  a  moment-^; 
closely  It  resembled  the  real  thine  ^tZZT^ 
Med,  however,  by  the  murky^^e  otth^e  tSS 
they  were  seen  to  be  less  demoralLd  than  infuriaSr 
A.d  now  upon  the  voUey's  echo,  a  dru^  ba^^ 
ftnce,  and  from  a  boat  just  beyond  the  waterSe 
the  Troy  bandsmen  crashed  out  with,—       "*^* 

"  The  Rout  it  is  out  for  the  Looes 
For  the  Looes ; 
Oh,  the  Rout  it  u  out  for  the  Looes !  " 
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"  Forward  I    Forward,  Troy  !  " 

"Steady,  the  Two  Looes !  Steady,  the  Die- 
hards!" 

"  Form  up — form  up,  there,  to  the  left !  Hurray, 
boys  !  give  'em  the  bagginet !  " 

"  Death  to  Invader !  Reload,  men  !  Oh,  for  your 
lives,  reload  !    Make  ready,  all !    Prepare!    Fire!" 

"  Mr  Spettigew  !    Mr  Spettigew  !  " 

"  Eh  ?  "  Uncle  Issy  turned  as  William  Oke 
plucked  him  by  the  sleeve.  "What's  the  matter 
now?    Reload,  I  tell 'ee  !  " 

"  I— I  can't,  Mr  Spettigew.  I've  a-fired  off  my 
ramrod!  " 

"  Then  you'm  a  lost  man." 

"Will  it— will  it  have  killed  any  person,  d'ee 
think  ?  "  Oke'-  teeth  rattled  like  a  box  of  dice  as  he 
peered  out  over  the  dark  and  agitated  crowd  of  boats. 

"  Shouldn'  wonder  at  all." 

"  I  didn'  mean  to  kill  any  person,  Mr  Spettigew  !  " 

"  'Tis  the  sort  of  accident,  Oke,  that  might  happf^n 
to  anyone  in  war.  At  the  worst  they'll  recommend 
'ee  to  mercy.    The  mistake  was  your  tellin'  me." 

"  You  won't  inform  upon  me,  Mr  Spettigew  ? 
Don't  say  you'll  inform  upon  me  !  " 

"  No,  I  won't ;  not  if  I  can  h'lp  it.  But  dang  it ! 
first  of  all  you  swaller  the  fuse,  and  next  you  fire  off 
your  ramrod." 

"  E-everything  must  have  a  beginning,  Mr 
Spettigew." 

Uncle  Issy  shook  his  b  ■jad.  "  I  doubt  you'll  never 
make  a  sojer,  WiUiam  Oke.    You'm  too  froUcsome 
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wi'  the  materials.  Listen,  there's  PengeUy  shoutin' 
foranother  volley!  Right  you  be.  sergeant -Se 
ready-prepare-Eh  ?    Hullo  1  » 

J,.)!!*^'^^  "  *^**  suddenly,  at  the  height  of  the 
mvH^  f.P^;'  ^'"  "P""  ^'^^  bandsmen  of  T  o?> 
a^i t  S  7*°"*.!° '  *^«  Looes  "  cease  midway'L^ 
sho^J  ..,  ,  ""^  '^  ."'^*  ^"^"'^  °°  ^  instant  the 
Sc  'i^f^^^  '"^  '^P^^  th«  '^ach,  the  bugle- 
^^   '^f"^"^^'  ^«  ^°"«  "Proar  of  musketS^ 

act^rr.  ^'"*y  yf  "^  °*  *^«  Cove-head,  in  {he 
act  of  chargmg  uron  the  serried  ranks  of  Looe's 
mam  guard,  did  Major  Hymen  face  about  and  ^th 
sword  stJI  uplifted  stare  behind  him.  and^nttoS 
to  stare  as  ob«  petrified  ?  ^onunue 

What  mewt  that  strange  light,  out  yonder  by  the 
Cove's  mouth,  in  the  rear  of  his  boats? 

The  hght  grew  and  spread  until  it  illuminated 
every  pebble  on  the  beach.    The  men  T^roy 

m^  otL^'^  '"^^  °'  "'  "^^'^^'^ »  «^«  ^--  °'  ^e 
The  French  ! 

rilf"  1'7L  ^  ^"P  ■  "  y^^^  '""^""^  i^  to  the 
nght  and  the  cry  was  echoed  on  the  instant  by  a 

eSl "  f:  ""^  -i  *'  Diehards-a  sound  yet  more 
temble-the  poundmg  of  hoofs  upon  hard  turf 

fh^    ^P*^  ^°°'*  "^«**  ^"'^"d  and  caught 
the  Major  by  the  elbow.  '^ 

"The    Dragoons  I"    he    whispered.     "Run    for 
your  hfe,  man  I  " 

to  waver ;  and  now.  as  the  oncoming  hoofs  t^- 
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dered  louder,  close  upon  their  rear,  they  broke. 
Trojans  and  men  of  Looe  turned  taU  and  were  swept 
in  one  commingled  crowd  down  the  beach. 

"  To  the  water,  there  !  Down  to  the  water,  every 
man  of  you  !  " 

A  voice  loud  as  a  bull's  roared  out  the  command 
from  the  darkness.  The  Major,  still  waving  his 
sword,  was  Ufted  by  the  crowd's  p-essure  and  swept 
along  like  a  chip  in  a  tideway.  1  >  feet  fought  for 
solid  earth.  Glancing  back  as  he  struggled,  he  saw, 
high  above  his  shoulder,  Ut  up  by  the  flares  from  sea- 
ward, a  line  of  flashing  swords,  helmets,  cuirasses. 

"  To  the  boats  !  "  yelled  the  crowd. 

"To  the  water !  Drive  'em  to  the  water !  " 
answered  the  stentorian  voice,  now  recognisable  as 
Mr  SmeUie's. 

The  Dragoons,  using  the  flat  of  their  sabres,  drove 
the  fugitives  down  to  the  tide's  edge,  nor  drew  rein 
until  their  chargers  stood  fetlock-deep  in  water,  still 
pressing  the  huddled  throng  aroimd  the  boats. 

"  Bring  a  lantern,  there !  "  shouted  the  Riding 
Of&cer.    "  \nd  call  Hymen  !    Where  is  Hymen  ?  " 

"  I  am  here  !  " 

The  Major  had  picked  himself  up  out  of  two  feet  of 
water,  into  which  he  had  been  flung  on  aU-fours. 
He  was  dripping  wet,  but  he  still  clutched  his  naked 
blade  and,  advancing  into  the  light  of  the  lantern's 
rays,  brought  it  up  to  salute  with  a  fine  cold  dignity. 

"  I  am  here,"  he  repeated  quietly. 

"  Well,  then,  I'm  sorry  ior  you,  Hymen  ;  but  the 
gsune's  up,"  said  Mt  Smellie. 

The  Major  glanced  at  him,  for  a  moment  only. 
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tr<^^'»h!^n  i"^?™  ""  ^^°  commands  this 

"  "^^  y°^^^^i^^.  sir,"  answered  a  young  officer 

The  Major  reached  out  a  hand  for  the  laLtem 
Someone  passed  it  to  him  obediently  ;  Tnd  hdS 

"  Your  name,  sir  '  " 
Drlgtns?°''  ^'^-^*P*^  Arbuthnot.  of  the  5th 

what^!htf  ""^  ""'  *°f'''  ^^P*^  Arbuthnot,  by 
what  nght  have  you  and  your  troopers  assaulted  my 

"  Excuse  me,"  the  Captain  answered.    "  I  am  act- 
hTMr™Sm:E."^°""^^'°"-    -^^^^Oi^lr 

But  here  Mr  Smellie  himself  inteiposed  brusquely 
You  can  stow  this  bluster,  HymeTlVe 
cornered  you,  and  you  know  it.  The  C'in  t^e 
offing  yonder  came  from  two  preventive  LTs 
Back-door  and  front  I  have  you,  as  neat  as  a  rat  S  a 
d«m  ;  so  you  may  just  turn  that  lantern  of  yol  on 
the  cargo,  own  up,  and  sing  small."  ^ 

th.  L°'^'"'"^°'''''=°n^^"a«on.  Captain  Arbuthnot  " 
the  Major  went  on.  "  Upon  what  informatton  a^e 
you  and  your  men  taking  a  part,  uninvS^t^ 

IIZ^'11"T?'°'''^^'-      You    must    m,S 

stajid  sjr^  tiiat  I  put  this  question  as  a  magist^Je!" 

To  be  frank,  su:.  I  am  warned  that  under  cover 

of  a  feigned  attack  between  your  two  corps  an  St 
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cargo  was  to  be  ran  here  to-night.  The  Riding 
Officer's  information  is  precise,  and  he  tells  me  he  is 
acquainted  with  the  three  boats  in  which  the  goods 
have  been  brought  over." 

"  And  more  by  token,  there  they  are  !  "  exclaimed 
Mr  Smellie,  pointing  to  three  small  lugger-rigged 
craft  that  lay  moored  some  six  or  eight  fathoms  out- 
side the  longboats,  with  mainmasts  unstepped,  sails 
left  to  lie  loose  about  deck  with  an  artful  show  of 
carelessness,  and  hulls  suspiciously  deep  in  the  water. 
He  dismounted,  caught  up  a  lantern,  and  scanned 
them,  chuckling  in  his  glee.  "  See  here,  captain,  the 
rogues  had  their  gang-pl^-iks  out  and  ready.  Now, 
wait  till  I've  whistled  in  the  preventive  crews,  and 
inside  of  ten  minutes  you  shall  see  what  game  these 
pretty  inn-cents  were  playing." 

He  blew  his  whistle,  and  a  whistle  answered  from 
the  offing,  where  the  flares  continued  to  blaze. 

"  Excuse  me  again,"  said  the  Major,  ignoring  the 
interraption  and  stiU  addressing  himself  to  Captain 
Arbutlmot,  "  but  this  is  a  very  serious  accusation, 
sir.  If,  as  you  surmise — or  rather  as  your  informant 
surmises — these  boats  should  prove  to  be  laden  with 
contraband  goods,  the  men  undoubtedly  deserve 
punishment ;  and  I  am  the  less  likely  to  deprecate 
it  since  they  have  compromised  me  by  their  foUy. 
For  me,  holding  as  I  do  the  King's  commission  of  the 
peace,  to  be  involved,  however  innocently,  however 
unconsciously — " 

"  Ay,"  strack  in  Mr  Smellie  again,  "  it's  a  devilish 
awkward  business  for  you.  Hymen.  But  you  won't 
improve  it  by  turning  cat-in-the-pan  at  the  last 
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moment  and  so  I  warn  you.    Come  along,  lads  !  " 
ne  caUed  to  the  preventive  crews.    "  We  have  'em 
nght  and  tight  this  trip.    See  the  three  luggers 
there,  to  port  of  ye  ?  "  ^ 

"  Ay,  ay,  sir  !  " 

"Tumble  aboard,  then,  and  fetch  us  out  a  samrie 
of  their  cargo." 

There  was  a  pause.  Save  for  the  jingling  of  the 
chargers  bits  and  now  and  again  the  clink  of  scab- 
bard on  boot,  silence-dead  silence-held  the  beach. 
Aboard  the  boats  the  preventive  men  could  be  heard 
rummaging. 

"  Found  anything  ?  "  called  out  Mr  Smellie. 

Ay,  ay,  sir  !  " 
"  What  is  it  ?  " 
"  Casks !  " 

"What  did  I  promise  you  ?  "  Mr  SmeUie  turned 
to  Captam  Arbuthnot  in  triumph.  "  Luxmore  '  " 
he  called  aloud. 

.   "  Ay.  ay,  sir !  "  came  the  Chief  Boatman's  voice 
m  answer. 

"  There's  a  plank  handy.  Roll  us  a  sample  or  two 
ashore  here,  and  fetch  along  chisel  and  auger." 

"  If  you  think  it  necessary,  sir—" 

"Do  as  you're  told,  man !  .  .  .  Ah,  here  we 
are!  —as  a  couple  of  preventive  men  splashed 
ashore,  trundluig  a  cask  along  the  plank  between 
them,  and  up-ended  it  close  by  the  water's 
edge. 

Captain  Arbuthnot  had  dismounted  and,  advanc- 
mg  with  his  arm  through  his  charger's  bridle,  bent 
over  the  cask. 
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"  Devilish  queer-smelling  brandy !  "  he  observed, 
drawing  back  a  pace  and  sniffing. 

"  It  has  been  standing  in  the  bilge.  These  fellows 
never  dean  out  their  boats  from  one  year's  end  to 
another,"  said  Mr  Smellie,  positively.  Yet  he,  too, 
eyed  the  cask  with  momentary  suspicion.  In  shape, 
in  colour,  it  resembled  the  tubs  in  which  Guernsey 
ordinarily  exported  its  eau-de-vie.  It  was  slimg,  too, 
ready  for  carriage,  and  with  French  left-handed  rope, 
and  yet.  ...  It  seemed  unusually  large  for  a 
Guernsey  tub  .  .  .  and  unusually  light  in  scant- 
ling. ... 

"  Shall  I  spile  en,  maister  ? "  asked  one  of  the 
preventive  men,  producing  a  large  auger. 

"  No,  stave  its  head  in.  And  fetch  a  pannikin, 
somebody.  There's  good  water  at  the  beach-head  ; 
and  I  daresay  your  men.  Captain,  won't  despise  a  tot 
of  French  hquor  after  their  ride." 

The  preventive  man  set  his  chisel  against  the  inner 
rim  of  the  cask,  and  dealt  it  a  short  sharp  blow  with 
his  hammer,  a  sort  of  trial  tap,  to  guide  his  aim. 
"  French  liquor  ?  "  He  sniffed.  "  Furrin  fruit, 
more  like.  Phew  !  Keep  back  there,  and  stand  by 
for  lavender !  " 

Crash !  .  .  . 

"  Pf— f  !  " 

"  Ar-r-r-ugh  !  Oh,  merciful  Heaven  !  "  Captain 
Arbuthnot  staggered  back,  clapping  thumb  and  fore- 
finger to  his  nose. 

"  Pilchards  !  " 

"  Salt  pilchards  !  " 

"  Rotten  pilchards  !  " 
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Mr  Smellie  opened  his  mouth,  but  collapsed  in  a  fit 
of  1  etching,  as  from  right  and  left,  and  from  the  dark- 
ness all  around  him,  a  roar  of  Homeric  laughter  woke 
the  echoes  of  the  Cove.  Men  rolled  about  laughing. 
Men  leaned  against  one  another  to  laugh. 

Already  the  preventive  men  on  board  the  luggers 
—having  been  rash  enough  to  prise  open  some  half- 
a-dozen  casks— had  dropped  overboard  and  were 
wading  ashore,  coughing  and  spitting  as  they  came. 
Amid  the  uproar  Major  Hymen  kept  a  perfectly 
grave  face. 

"  You  see,  sir,"  he  explained  to  Captain  Arbuth- 
not,  "  Mr  Smellie  is  fond  of  hunting  where  there  is  t  i 
fox.  So  some  of  my  youngsters  hit  on  the  idea  of 
providing  him  with  a  drag.  They  have  spent  a  week 
at  least  in  painting  these  casks  to  look  like  the  real 
thing.  ...  I  am  sorry,  sir,  that  you  and  your  gal- 
lant fellows  should  have  been  misled  by  an  officious 
civilian  ;  but  if  I  might  suggest  your  marching  on  to 
Looe,  where  a  good  supper  awaits  us,  to  take  this 
taste  out  of  our  mouths— and  good  liquor  too,  not 
contraband,  to  drown  resentment — " 

The  Captain  may  surely  be  pardoned  if  for  the 
moment  even  this  gentle  speech  faUed  to  placate 
him.  He  turned  in  dudgeon  amid  the  grinning 
crowd  and  was  in  the  act  of  remounting,  but  missed 
the  stirrup  as  his  charger  reared  and  backed  before 
the  noise  of  yet  another  diversion.  No  one  knows 
who  dipped  into  the  cask  and  flung  the  first  handful 
over  unhappy  Mr  Smellie.  No  one  knows  who 
Ted  the  charge  down  upon  the  boats,  or  gave  the 
cry  to  stave  in  the  barrels  on  board.    But  in  a  trice 
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the  preventive  men  were  driven  overboard  and,  as 
they  leapt  into  the  shallow  water,  were  caught  and 
he'd  and  drenched  in  the  noisome  mess ;  while  the 
Riding  Officer,  plastered  ere  he  could  gain  his  saddle, 
ducked  his  head  and  galloped  up  the  beach  under  a 
torrential  shower  of  ddiquescent  pilchards. 

The  Dragoons  did  not  interfere. 

"Shall  it  be  for  Looe,  Captain?"  challenged 
Major  Hymen,  waving  his  blade  and  calling  on  the 
GaUants  to  re-form.  And  as  he  challenged,  by  the 
happiest  of  inspirations  the  band,  catching  up  their 
instruments,  crashed  out  with, — 

"  Oh,  the  De'il's  awa' — 
The  De'il's  awa' — 
The  De'il'i  awa'  wi'  th'  exciaeman  I " 


CHAPTER  VIII 

"  COME,  MY  COKINNA,  COME  t  " 

TV/T  ISS  MARTY  drew  aside  her  v-jidow  curtain  to 
dl  ^  ■  ^^  "^'"e  moon.  Sne  could  not 
Tl'  A  ^"°^S  ♦'la-  she  would  not  be  able  to  sleep, 
she  had  not  undressed.  ^ 

«S^  ^'^  ,°"u  "P°°  ^^  ^^''^^'  '^^  no*  and  de- 
serted.   No  hght  signalled  to  her  from  the  attic 

wmdow  behmd  which  Dr  Hansombodv  so  often  sat 
late  over  his  books  and  butterfly  cases.  He  had 
gone  with  the  others.  y-^ses.    ne  naa 

She  listened.  The  house  was  silent  save  'jr  the 
muffled  snoring  of  Scipio  in  his  c  pboi^d-bedroom 
under  the  stairs.  She  raised  the  window-sash  gently 
l^ned  out  upon  the  soft  spring  night,  and  lltened 
ogcun. 

Far  down  the  street,  from  the  purlieus  of  the  Town 
«uay,  her  ear  caught  a  murmur  of  voices-of  voices 
and  happy  subdued  laughter.  The  maidens  of  Troy 
were  embarkmg ;  and  to-morrow  would  be  Mav 
momuig.  ■' 

nh!!''"*?^^'^'"^-  "°^W  was  it  Since  She  had 
observed  May  morning  and  its  rites  ?  The  morrow 
00,  If  the  Vicar  and  the  Major  were  right  bS 
calculations,  would  usher  in  the  Millennium  But 
agam  what  was  the  Millennium  to  her  ?  Could  it 
bnng  bacK  her  youth  ? 
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She  heard  the  boats  draw  near  and  go  by.  The 
houses  to  the  left  hid  them  from  her  :  but  she  leaned 
out,  hearkening  to  the  soft  plash  of  oars,  the  creak  of 
thole-pins,  the  girls'  voices  in  hushed  chorus  practis- 
ing the  simple  native  harmonies  they  would  Uft  aloud 
as  they  returned  after  sun-rise.  She  recognised  the 
tune,  too  ;  the  old  tune  of  "  The  Padstow  Hobby- 
horse,"— 

"  Unite  and  unite,  and  let  us  all  unite. 
For  summer  is  a-come  in  to-day — 
And  whither  we  are  going  we  will  all  go  in  white 
In  the  merry  merry  morning  of  May. 

"  Rise  up.  Master ,  and  joy  you  betide, 

For  summer  is  a-come  in  to-day — 
And  blithe  is  the  bride  lays  her  down  by  your  side 
In  the  merry  merry  morning  of  May." 

Hushed  though  the  voices  were,  each  word  fell  dis- 
tinct on  her  ear  as  the  boats  drew  near  and  passed  up 
the  tideway. 

"  Rise  up,  Mistress ,  all  in  your  smock  of  silk. 

For  summer  is  a-come  in  to-day — 
And  all  your  body  under  as  white  as  any  milk 
In  the  merry  merry  morning  of  May." 

The  voices  faded  away  up  the  river.  Only  the  lilt 
of  the  song  came  back  to  her  now,  but  memory  sup- 
plied the  words.  Had  they  not  been  sung  under  her 
window  years  ago  ? 

"  Rise  up.  Mistress  Marty,  all  out  of  your  bed. 
For  summer  is  a-come  in  to-day — 
Your  chamber  shall  be  spread  with  the  white  rose  and  red 
In  the  merry  merry  morning  of  May. 
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"  O  where  be  the  maidens  that  here  now  should  sing  ? 

For  summer  is  a-come  in  to-day 

They  be  all  in  the  meadows  the  flowers  gatherng, 
In  the  merry  merry  morning  of  May." 

What  magic  was  there  in  this  artless  ditty  that 
kept  Miss  Marty  lingering  awhile  with  moist  eyes  ere 
she  closed  the  window  sash  ? 

"  Wh'st !    Miss  Mar-ty  !  " 

Heavens!  Whose  voice  was  that,  calling  up 
hoarsely  from  the  shadows  ?  She  peered  out,  but 
could  see  nobody.  Suddenly  her  maiden  modesty 
took  alarm.  What  possessed  her  to  be  standing  here 
exposed,  and  exposing  the  interior  of  her  hghted  bed- 
chamber to  view  from  the  street  ?  She  ran  back  in 
a  flurry  and  blew  out  the  candles  ;  then,  returning, 
pi.'t  up  a  hand  to  draw  down  the  window-sash. 

"  Wh'st !    Miss  Mar-ty  !  " 

"  Gracious  goodness !  "  After  a  moment's 
hesitation  she  craned  out  timorously,  "  Cai  Tam- 
blyn  .  .  .  ?" 

"  Miss  Marty  !  " 

"  What  on  earth  are  you  doing  there  at  this  time 
of  night  ?  " 

"  Sentry-go." 

"  Nonsense.    What  do  I  want  of  a  sentry  ?  " 

"  You  never  can  teU." 

"  Are  you  here  by  the  Major's  order  ?  " 

"  Ch't !  "  answered  Cai  Tamblyn.    "  Him  I  " 

"  Then  go  away,  please,  and  let  me  beg  you  to 
speak  more  respectfully  of  your  master." 

"  I  reckon,"  said  Cai,  slowly,  "  you  don't  know 
that,  barrin*  the  nigger  under  the  stairs,  this  here 
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town's  as  empty  as  my  hat.    Well,  a  man  can  but 
die  once,  and  if  the  French  come,  let  'em  ;  that's  all 
I  say.    Good-night,  miss." 
"  The  town  empty  ?  " 

"  Males,  females  and  otherwise,  down  to  Miss  Jex 
at  the  post-office."  (Cai  Tamblyn  nursed  an  inveter- 
ate antipathy  for  the  post-mistress.  He  alleged  no 
reason  for  it,  save  that  she  wore  moustaches,  which 
was  no  reason  at  all,  and  a  monstroiK  exaggeration.) 
"  There's  Miss  Pescod  gone,  and  Miss  Tregentil  with 
her  maid." 

"  But  where  ?    Why  ?  " 

"Up  the  river.  Gallivantin'.  That's  what  I 
spoke  ye  for,  just  now.  Mind  you,  I  don't  propose 
no  gallivantin' ;  but  there's  safety  in  numbers,  and 
if  you've  a  mind  for  it,  I've  the  boat  ready  by  the 
Broad  SUp." 

"  But  what  foolishness  !  " 

"  Ay,"  Mr  Tamblyn  assented.  "  That's  what  I 
said  to  the  Doctor  when  he  first  mentioned  it. 
'  What  foolishness,'  I  said,  '  at  her  time  o'  life ! ' 
But  then  we  never  reckoned  on  the  whole  town  goin' 
crazed." 

"  The  Doctor  ?  "  queried  Miss  Marty,  with  a 
glance  down  the  dark  street.  "  He  thinks  of  every- 
thing," she  murmured. 

There  was  a  pause,  during  which  Mr  Tamblyn 
somewhat  ostentatiously  tested  the  lock  of  his 
musket. 

"  You  are  not  going  to  frighten  me,  Cai." 

"  No,  miss." 

"  I — I  think  an  expedition  up  the  river  would  be 
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very  pleasant.  If,  as  you  say,  Miss  Pescod  has 
gone — " 

"  Yes,  miss." 

"  I  must  bring  Scipio." 

"Very  well,  miss.  If  the  French  come,  they 
might  think  o'  looking  under  the  stairs." 

Twenty  minutes  later  Miss  Marty— escorted  by 
Scipio,  who  bore  a  lantern— tip-toed  down  the  street 
to  the  Broad  Shp,  fearful  even  of  her  own  Ught  foot- 
step on  the  cobbles. 

The  Broad  Slip — it  has  since  been  filled  in — was 
in  those  days  a  sort  of  dock,  inset  between  the  water- 
side houses  and  running  up  so  close  to  the  street  that 
the  vessels  it  berthed  were  forced  to  take  in  their 
bowsprits  to  allow  the  pack-horse  traffic  to  pass.  On 
its  south  side  a  flight  of  granite  steps  led  do'vn  to  the 
water  :  and  at  the  foot  of  these  (the  tide  bemg  low) 
Cai  Tamblyn  waited  with  his  boat. 

"  I  declare  my  heart's  in  my  mouth,"  Miss  Marty 
panted,  as  she  took  her  seat.  Cai  directed  Scipio  tc 
sit  amidships,  pushed  off  in  silence,  and  taking  the 
forward  thwart,  began  to  pull. 

"  Now  there's  a  thing,"  he  said  after  a  few  strokes 
with  a  jtrk  of  his  head  towards  the  dark  longshore 
houses,  "  you  don't  often  see  nor  hear  about  outside 
o'  the  Bible ;  a  deserted  city.  Fine  pickings  for 
Boney  if  he  only  knew." 

Miss  Marty's  thoughts  flew  back  at  once  to  a 
comer  cupboard  in  the  parlour,  inlaid  with  tulips  in 
Dutch  marqueterie,  and  containing  the  Major's 
priceless  egg-sheU  china.    To  be  sure,  if  the  French 
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landed,  she — weak  woman  that  si  e  was — could  not 
defend  this  treasure.  But  might  not  the  Major 
blame  her  for  having  abandoned  it  ? 

"  I — I  trust."  she  hazarded,  "  that  our  brave 
fellows  have  succeeded  in  their  enterprise.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  I  heard  the  sound  of  distant 
firing  just  now." 

"  If  they  hadn't,  miss,  they'd  ha'  been  back  afore 
now.  I  had  my  own  doubts  about  'em,  for  they're 
a  hair-triggered  lot,  the  Troy  Gallants.  No  fear  of 
their  goin'  off ;  but  'tis  a  matter  o'  doubt  in  what 
direction." 

"  Your  master,"  said  Miss  Marty,  severely,  ad- 
dressing Cai  across  Scipio  (who  for  some  reason 
seldom  or  never  spoke  in  Gal's  company) — "your 
master  has  the  heart  of  a  lion.  He  would  die  rather 
than  acknowledge  defeat." 

"  A  heart  of  a  lion,  miss,  if  you'll  excuse  my  saying 
it,  is  an  uncomfortable  thing  in  a  man's  stomach  ; 
an'  more  especially  when  'tis  fed  up  on  the  wind  o' 
vanity.  I've  a-read  my  Bible  plumb  down  to  the 
forbidden  books  thereof,  and  there's  a  story  in  it 
called  Bel  and  the  Dragon,  which  I  mind  keeping 
to  the  last,  thinkin'  'twas  the  name  of  a  public-house. 
'Tis  a  terrible  wamin'  against  swollen  vittles." 
"  You  are  a  dreadful  cynic,  Cai." 
"  Nothin'  of  the  sort,  miss,"  said  Cai,  stoutly.  "  I 
thinks  badly  o'  most  men — that's  all." 

His  talk  was  always  cross-grained,  but  its  volume 
betrayed  a  qmte  unwonted  geniality  to-night.  And 
half  a  mile  further,  where  the  dark  river  bent  around 
Wiseman's  Stone,  he  so  far  relaxed  as  to  rest  on  his 
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oars  and  challenge  the  famous  echo  from  the  wooded 
cliffs.    Somewhat  to  Miss  Marty's  astonishment  it 
responded. 
"  And  by  night,  too  !    I  had  no  idea  !  " 
"  Night  ?  "  repeated  Mr  Tamblyn,  after  rowing  on 
for  another  fifty  strokes.    He  paused  as  if  he  had 
that  moment  heard,  and  glanced  upward.    "  'Tis 
much  as  ever.    The  sky's  palin'  afready,  and  we'U 
not  reach  Lenyn  by  sunrise.     I  think,  miss,  if  you'll 
step  ashore,  this  here's  as  good  a  place  as  any. 
Scipio  and  me'll  keep  the  boat  and  turn  our  backs." 
Miss  Marty  understood.    The  boat's  nose  having 
been  brought  alongside  a  ridge  of  rock,  she  landed  in 
silence,  climbed  the  foreshore,  up  by  a  hazel-choked 
path  to  a  ii,eadow  above,  and  there,  solemnly  thrust- 
ing her  hands  into  the  lush  grass,  turned  to  the  east 
and  bathed  her  face  in  the  dew.    It  is  a  rite  which 
must  be  performed  alone,  in  silence  ;  and  the  morn- 
ing sun  must  not  surprise  it. 

"  You've  been  terrible  quick,"  remarked  Cai,  as 
she  stepped  down  to  the  foreshore  again  in  the 
ghostly  light.  "  You  can't  have  stayed  to  dabble 
your  feet.  Didn't  think  it  wise,  I  s'pose  ?  And  I 
daresay  you're  right." 

From  far  ahead  of  them  as  they  started  again,  the 
voices  of  the  figers  came  borne  down  the  river; 
and  again  Miss  Marty's  memory  supplied  the  words 
of  the  song, — 

"  Ihe  young  men  of  our  town,  they  might  if  they  wo'ld 

For  summer  is  a-comin'  in  to-day 

They  might  have  built  a  ship  and  have  gUded  her  with  gold 
In  the  merry  merry  morning  of  May." 
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"  The  young  men  .  .  .  the  young  men  .  .  .  they 
might  if  they  wo'ld."  Ah,  Miss  Marty,  was  it  only 
the  edge  of  the  morning  that  heightened  the  rose  on 
your  cheek  by  a  Uttle — a  very  Uttle — as  the  sky 
paled  ?  And  now  the  kingfishers  were  awake,  and 
the  woodlands  nigh,  and  the  tide  began  to  gather 
force  as  it  neared  the  narrower  winding  channel. 
To  enter  this  they  skirted  a  mud-flat,  where  the  day, 
breaking  over  the  tree-tc^s  and  through  the  river 
mists,  shone  on  scores  upon  scores  of  birds  gathered 
to  await  it — curlews,  sandpipers,  gulls  in  rows  like 
strings  of  jewels,  here  and  there  a  heron  standing 
sentry.  The  assembly  paid  no  heed  to  the  passing 
boat. 

Miss  Marty  gazed  up  at  the  last  star  fading  in  the 
blue.  How  clear  the  morning  was !  How  freshly 
scented  beneath  the  shadow  of  the  woods !  Her 
gaze  descended  upon  the  incongruous  toi>-hat  and 
gold-laced  Uvery  of  Scipio,  touched  with  the  morning 
sunshine.  She  glanced  around  her  and  motioned 
to  Cai  Tamblyn  to  bring  the  boat  to  shore  by  a 
grassy  spit  whence  (as  she  knew)  a  cart  -  track  led 
alongshore  through  the  young  oak  coppices  to  the 
village. 

"  And  Scipio,"  she  said,  turning  as  she  stepped 
out  on  the  turf,  "  will  like  a  run  in  the  woods." 

She  had  walked  on,  maybe  a  hundred  paces,  before 
the  absurdity  of  it  struck  her.  She  had  been  think- 
ing of  Mr  Pope's  line, — 

"  When  wild  in  woods  the  noble  savage  ran," 

and  at  the  notion  of  Scipio,  in  gilt-laced  hat  and 
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livery,  tearing  wildly  through  the  undergrowth  in 
the  ]oy  of  Uberty,  she  halted  and  laughed  aloud. 

She  was  smiUng  yet  when,  at  a  turning  of  the  leafy 
iane,  she  came  upon  the  prettiest  innocent  sight 

•  t",j*  ''"*'°"  °'  """^  ^^^'^^  **»«  path,  two  small 
Children— a  boy  and  a  girl— lay  fast  asleep.  The 
boy  s  arm  was  flung  around  his  sister's  shoulders 
and  across  his  thighs  rested  a  wand  or  thin  pole 
topped  with  a  May-garland  of  wild  hyacinths,  red- 
robm  and  painted  birds'  eggs.  A  tin  cup,  brought  to 
coUect  pence  for  the  garland,  ghttered  in  the  cart-rut 
at  their  feet.  It  had  rolled  down  the  mossy  bank  as 
the  girl  s  fingers  relaxed  in  sleep. 

They  were  two  little  ones  of  Troy,  strayed  hither 
irom  Oie  merry-making  ;  and  at  first  Miss  Marty  had 
a  mmd  to  wake  them,  seeing  how  near  they  lay  to  the 
nvers  bnnk.  But  noting  that  a  fallen  log  safe- 
guarded them  from  this  peril,  she  fumbled  for  the 
pocket  beneath  her  skirt,  dropped  a  sixpence  with 
as  httle  noise  as  might  be  into  the  tin  cup,  and  tip- 
toed upon  her  way. 

About  three  hundred  yards  from  the  village  she 
met  another  pair  of  children ;  and,  soon  after,  a  score 
or  so  m  a  cluster,  who  took  toll  of  her  in  pence  ;  for 
almost  everyone  carried  a  garland.  And  then  the 
trees  opened,  and  she  saw  before  her  the  village  with 
Its  cottages,  grey  and  whitewashed,  its  gardens  and 
orchards  miiTored  in  the  brimming  tide,  all  tremb- 
ung  m  tile  morning  Ught  and  yet  exquisitely  still 
i-ar  up  the  nver,  beyond  the  village  and  the  bridge, 

!nH  K  ^T  '^^'^°'^  ""^  °"*'  narrowing  the  channel ; 
and  here  beneath  the  apple-trees-for  the  meadow 
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was  half  an  orchard — had  been  set  out  many  lines 
of  white-covered  tables,  at  which  the  Mayers  made 
innocently  merry. 

Innocently,  did  I  say  ?  Well,  I  have  known  up- 
covmtry  folk  before  now  to  be  scandalised  by  some 
things  which  we  in  the  Duchy  think  innocent  enough. 
So  let  me  admit  that  the  three  longboats  conveyed 
something  more  than  the  youth  and  beauty  of  Troy 
to  that  morning's  Maying  ;  that  when  launched  froi 
Mr  Runnells'  yard  they  were  not  entirely  what  they 
seemed :  that  from  their  trial  spin  across  the  bay 
they  returned  some  inches  deeper  in  the  water,  and 
yet  they  did  not  leak.  Had  you  perchance  been 
standing  by  the  shore  in  the  half-light  as  they  came 
up  over  the  shallows,  you  might  have  wondered  at 
the  niraiber  of  times  they  took  ground,  and  at  the 
slowness  of  the  tide  to  lift  and  float  them.  You 
might  have  wondered  again  why,  after  they  emerged 
from  the  deep  shadow  of  Sir  FeUx  FeUx- Williams' 
woods  upon  the  southern  shore,  albeit  in  shallow 
water,  they  seemed  to  feel  their  hindrances  no 
longer. 

Have  you  ever,  my  reader,  caught  hold  of  a  lizard 
and  been  left  with  his  tail  in  your  hands  ? 

Even  so  easily  did  these  three  longboats  shed  their 
false  keels,  which  half  an  hour  later  were  but  harm- 
less-looking stacks  of  timber  among  Sir  FeUx's 
undergrowth.  Half  an  hour  later,  had  your  unwary 
feet  led  you  to  a  certain  comer  of  Sir  Felix's  well- 
timbered  demesne,  you  might  have  scratched  your 
head  and  wondered  what  magic  carpet  had  trans- 
ported you  into,  the  heart  of  the  Cognac  District. 
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And  aU  this  was  the  work  of  the  men  of  Troy  (not 
being  volunteers)  who  had  come  either  in  the  W- 
boats  or  m  the  many  boats  escorting  these 

But  the  women  of  Troy,  being  deft  with  the  oar 
one  and  all,  took  the  places  of  the  men  left  behind  in 
the  woods,   and,   singing  yet,  brought    both   the 
longboats  and  these  other  boats  safely  to  Lerrvn 
on  the  fuU  flood  of  the  tide,  and  disembUlng  uZ 
the  meadow  there,  gathered  around  the  tables      ler 
the  apple  trees  to  eat  bread  and  cream  in  honour  of 
May-day,  lookmg  all  the  while  as  if  butter  would  not 
melt  m  theu-  mouths.    Between  their  feasting  thev 
laughed   a  great   deal ;  but   either   they  laughed 
demurely,    bemg    constrained    by    the    unwonted 
presence  of  Miss  Pescod  and  other  ladies  of  Trov's 
acknowledged  elite,  or  Miss  Marty  as  yet  stood  too 
lar  oft  to  hear  their  voices. 

Let  us  return  to  Scipio,  who.'on  receiving  Miss 
Marty  s  permission  to  wander,  had  made  his  way  up 
through  the  woods  in  search  of  the  Devil's  Hedce 
along  which,  as  he  knew,  his  master  would  be  leadL 
back  the  triumphant  Gallants. 

Fideh^y  was  ever  the  first  spring  of  Scipio's  con- 
duct He  adored  the  Major  with  -  canine  devotion 
and  by  an  mstinct  almost  canine  he  found  his  way 
up  to  the  earthwork  and  chose  a  position  which 
commanded  the  farthest  prospect  in  the  direction 
of  Looe.  I  rom  where  he  sat  the  bioad  hedge  dipped 
InH  "^"7  y^^y'  <=l™bed  the  steep  slope  oppishe. 
and  vanished  to  reappear  upon  a  second  and  f^he; 
ndge  two  miles  away.    As  yet  he  could  discern-no 
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sign  of  the  returning  heroes  ;  but  his  ear  caught  the 
throb  of  a  drum  beaten  afar  to  the  eastward. 

Of  the  Major's  two  body-servants  it  might  be  said 
that  the  one  spoke  seldom  and  the  other  never  ;  and 
again  that  Cai,  who  spoke  seldom,  was  taciturn, 
while  Scipio,  who  spoke  never,  was  almost  affable. 
In  truth,  the  negro's  was  the  habitual  silence  of  one 
who,  loving  his  feUows,  spends  all  his  unoccupied 
time  in  an  inward  brooding,  a  continual  haze  of 
day-dreams. 

Scipio's  day-dreams  were  of  a  piece  with  his 
loyalty,  a  reflection  in  some  sort  of  his  master's  glory. 
He  could  never— he  with  his  black  skin— be  such  a 
man ;  but  he  passionately  desired  to  be  honoured, 
respected,  though  but  posthumously.  And  the 
emblazoned  board  in  the  church,  appealing  as  it  did 
to  his  negro  sense  of  colour,  had  suggested  a  way. 
It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  a  great  part  of  Scipio's 
time  was  lived  by  him  in  a  future  when,  released 
from  this  present  livery,  his  spirit  should  take  on 
a  more  gorgeous  one,  as  "  Scipio  Johnson,  Esquire, 
late  of  this  Parish,"  in  scarlet  twiddles  on  a  buff 
ground. 

He  seated  himself  on  the  earthwork  and,  the  better 
to  commune  with  this  vision,  tated  his  gold-laced  hat 
forward  over  his  eyes,  shutting  out  the  dazzle  of  the 
morning  sun.  Once  or  twice  he  shook  himself,  being 
heavy  with  broken  sleep,  and  gazed  across  the  ridges, 
then  drew  up  his  knees,  clasped  them,  and  let  his 
heavy,  woolly  head  drop  forward,  nodding. 

Let  us  not  pursue  ihose  stages  of  conviviality 
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through  which  the  Looe  Diehards,  having  been  seen 
home  by  the  Troy  GaUants,  arrived  at  an  obligation 
to  return  the  compliment.  Suffice  it  to  say  that 
Major  Hymen  and  Captain  Pond,  within  five  minutes 
of  bidding  one  another  a  public  tearful  farewell, 
found  themselves  climbing  the  first  hill  towards 
Lerryn  with  linked  arms.  But  the  Devil's  Hedge  is 
a  wide  one  and  luckily  could  not  be  mistaken,  even 
m  the  uncertain  light  of  dawn. 

And,to  pass  over  the  minor  incidents  of  that  march, 
I  will  raamtain  in  fairness  (though  the  men  of  Troy 
choose  to  laugh)  that  the  sudden  apparition  of  a 
black  man  seated  in  the  morning  light  upon  the 
DevU's  Hedge  was  enough  to  daunt  even  the  tried 
valour  of  the  Looe  Diehards. 

"  The  De'il's  awa',  the  De'U's  awa'. 
The  De'il's  awa'  wi'  th'  Excisemai." 

The  eye  notoriously  magnifies  an  object  seen  upon 
a  high  ndge  against  the  skyhne ;  and  when  Scipio 
stood  erect  m  all  his  gigantic  proportions  and  waved 
both  arms  to  welcome  his  beloved  master,  the 
Diehards  turned  with  a  yell  and  fled.    Vainly  their 

^^"'^n^'u  *  '^'°y  ''^^^  ^"^"^  *l^«'n-  Pack  and  down 
the  hill  they  streamed  pell-mell,  one  on  another's 
heels ;  down  to  the  marshy  bottom  known  as  Trebant 
water,  nor  paused  to  catch  breath  until  they  had 
placed  a  running  brook  between  them  and  the  Power 
01  Darkness. 

For  the  second  time  that  night  the  Gallants  rolled 
about  and  clung  one  to  another  in  throes  of  Homeric 
iaugbt-    ;   laughter  which,  reverberating,  shout  on 
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shout,  along  the  ridge  and  down  among  the  tree  tops, 
reached  even  to  the  meadow  far  be!ow,  where  in  the 
sudden  hush  of  the  lark's  singing  the  merrymakers 
paused  and  looked  up  to  listen. 

But  wait  awhile!     They  laugh  best  who  laugh 
last. 
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CHAPTER  IX 

BY  LERRYN  WATER 

"  O  will  you  accept  of  the  mus-e-lin  ao  blue. 
To  wear  in  the  morning  and  to  dabble  in  the  dew  ?  " 

Old  Song. 

jVyflSS  MARTY  had  duly  visited  the  meadow 
IVl  and  eaten  and  paid  for  her  breakfast  ot 
bread  and  cream.  But  she  had  eaten  it  in  some 
constraint,  sitting  alone.  She  had  never  asserted 
her  position  as  the  Major's  'iniwoman  in  the  eyes 
of  Miss  Pescod  and  the  ladies  of  Miss  Pescod's  clan, 
who  were  inclined  to  regard  her  as  a  poor  relation,' 
a  mere  housekeeper,  and  to  treat  her  as  a  person  of 
no  great  account.  On  the  other  hand,  the  majority 
of  the  merrymakers  deemed  her,  no  doubt,  a  stiff 
stuck-up  thing;  whereas  she  would  in  fact  have 
given  much  to  break  through  her  shyness  and  accost 
them.  For  these  reasons,  the  meal  over,  she  was 
glad  to  pay  her  sixpence  and  escape  from  the  throng 
back  to  the  woodland  paths  and  solitude. 

The  children  by  this  time  had  grown  tired  of  stray- 
mg,  and  were  trooping  back  to  the  village.  Fewer 
and  fewer  met  her  as  she  followed  the  shore ;  the 
two  slumberers  were  gone  from  the  mossy  bank ; 
by-and-by  the  procession  dried  up,  so  to  speak! 
altogether.  She  understood  the  reason  when  a  drum' 
119 
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began  to  bang  overhead  behind  the  woods  and  passed 
along  the  ridge,  still  banging.  The  Gallants  were 
returning  ;  and  apparently  flushed  with  victory, 
since  between  the  strokes  she  could  hear  their  distemt 
shouts  of  laughter. 

At  one  moment  she  fancied  they  must  be  descend- 
ing through  the  woods  :  for  a  crackling  of  the  imder- 
growth,  some  way  up  the  slope,  startled  and  brought 
her  to  a  halt.  But  no  ;  the  noise  passed  along  the 
ridge  towards  the  village.  The  crackling  sound 
must  have  come  from  some  woodland  beast  disturbed 
in  his  night's  lair. 

She  retraced  her  way  slowly  to  the  spot  where  she 
had  disembarked  ;  but  when  she  reached  it,  Cai  and 
the  boat  had  vanished.  No  matter ;  Cai  was  a 
trustworthy  fellow,  and  doubtless  would  be  back 
ere  long.  Likely  enough  he  had  pulled  across  to 
the  farther  shore  to  bear  a  hand  in  what  Troy  euphe- 
mistically called  the  "  salvage  "  of  the  long-boats' 
cargoes.  Happy  in  her  solitude,  rejoicing  in  her 
extended  liberty.  Miss  Marty  strolled  on,  now  gazing 
up  into  the  green  dappled  shadows,  now  pausing  on 
the  brink  to  watch  the  water  as  it  swirled  by  her  feet, 
smooth  and  deep  and  flawed  in  its  depths  with 
arrow-Ughts  of  sunshine. 

She  came  by-and-by  to  a  point  where  the  cart- 
track  turned  inland  to  climb  the  woods  and  a  foot- 
path branched  off  from  it,  skirting  a  small  recess  in 
the  shore.  A  streamlet  of  clear  wa*er,  hurrying 
down  from  the  upland  by  the  Devil's  Hed"e,  here 
leapt  the  low  cliff  and  fell  on  a  pebbly  beach,  driving 
the  pebbles  before  it  and  by  their  attrition  wearing 
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out  for  itseif  a  ruiturd  basin.  Encountering  a 
low  ndge  of  rock  on  tiie  edge  of  the  tideway,  the 
stones  heaped  themselves  along  it  and  formed  a  bar 
with  one  tiny  outlet  through  which  the  pool  trickled 
contmually,  except  at  high  spring  tides  when  the 
nver  overflowed  it. 

Now  Miss  Marty,  fetching  a  compass  around  this 
mmiature  creek,  came  in  due  course  to  the  stream 
and  seated  herself  on  a  fallen  log,  to  consider.  For 
the  ground  on  the  farther  side  appeared  green  and 
plashy,  and  she  disliked  wetting  her  shoes. 

Overhead  a  finch  piped.  Below  her,  hidden  by  a 
screen  of  hazel,  chattered  the  fall.  Why  should  she 
wend  farther?  She  must  be  greedy  of  solitude 
mdeed  if  this  sylvan  comer  did  not  content  her. 

And  yet.  .  .  .  High  on  the  opposite  bank  there 
grew  a  cluster  of  columbine,  purple  and  rosy  pink 
blown  thither  and  seeded  perhaps  from  some  near 
garden,  though  she  had  heard  that  the  flower  grew 
wild  m  these  woods.  Miss  Marty  gazed  at  the 
flowers,  which  seem  to  nod  and  beckon  ;  then  at  the 
stream  ;  then  at  the  plashy  shore ;  lastly  at  her 
shoes.    Her  hand  went  down  to  her  right  foot. 

She  drew  off  her  shoes.  Then  she  drew  off  her 
stockmgs. 

By  this  time  she  was  in  a  nervous  flurry.  Ahnost 
you  may  say  that  she  raced  across  the  stream  and 
dutched  at  a  handful  of  the  columbines.  In  less 
t^  a  minute  she  was  back  again,  gazing  timorously 

No  one  had  seen  ;  nobody,  that  is  to  say.  except 
the  finch,  and  he  piped  on  cavalierly.    Miss  Mar^ 
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glanced  up  at  him,  then  at  a  clearing  of  green  turf 
underneath  his  bough,  a  little  to  her  left.  Why  not  ? 
Why  should  she  omit  any  of  May  morning's  rites  ? 

Miss  Marty  picked  up  her  skirts  again,  stepped  on 
to  the  green  turf,  and  began  to  dabble  her  feet  in  the 
dew. 

"  The  morn  that  May  began. 
I  dabbled  in  the  dew ; 
And  I  wished  for  me  a  proper  young  man 
In  coat-tails  of  the  blue.  ..." 

"  Whoop  I     Whoo-oop  I  " 

The  cry  came  from  afar  ;  indeed,  from  the  woods 
across  the  river.  Yet  as  the  hare  pricks  up  her  ears 
at  the  sound  of  a  distant  horn  and  darts  away  to  the 
covert,  so  did  Miss  Marty  pause,  and,  after  listening 
for  a  second  or  two,  hurry  back  to  the  log  to  resume 
her  shoes  and  stockings. 

Her  shoes  she  found  where  she  had  left  them,  and 
one  stocking  on  the  rank  grass  close  beside  them. 
But  where  was  the  other  ? 

She  looked  to  right,  to  left,  and  all  around  her  in 
a  panic.  Could  she  have  dropped  it  into  tlie  stream 
in  her  hurry  ?  And  had  the  stream  carried  it  down 
the  fall? 

She  drew  on  one  stocking  and  shoe,  and  catcliing 
up  the  other  shoe  in  her  hand,  crept  down  to  explore, 
liie  stream  leapt  out  of  sight  through  a  screen  of 
hazels.  Parting  these,  she  peered  through  them,  to 
judge  the  distance  between  her  and  the  pool  and  see 
if  any  track  led  down  to  it.  A  something  flashed 
in  her  eyes,  and  she  drew  back.  Then,  peering 
forward  again,  she  let  a  faint  cry  escape  her. 
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On  the  pebbly  bank  beside  the  pool  stood  a  man- 
Dr  Hansombody-in  regimentals.  In  one  hand  he 
held  a  razor  (this  it  was  that  had  flashed  so  brightly 
in  the  sunhght),  in  the  other  her  lost  stocking. 
Apparently  he  had  been  shaving,  kneehng  beside 
the  pool  and  using  it  for  a  mirror ;  for  one  half  of 
his  face  was  yet  lathered,  and  his  haversack  lay  open 
on  the  stones  by  the  water's  edge  beside  his  shako 
and  a  tm  cup  under  which  he  had  lit  a  small  spirit- 
lamp  ;  and  doubUess,  while  he  knelt,  the  stream  had 
swept  Miss  Marty's  stocking  down  to  him.  He  was 
studying  It  m  bewilderment ;  which  changed  to  glad 
h^lT  ^  ^^  ''^"^''*  ^'^^^  °^  ^^^'  ^°^*  I'^tween  the 
o„  f^°  ■  "  ^^  "Challenged.     "  A  happy  month  to 

''  Oh,  please  !  "     Miss  Marty  covered  her  face. 
..  ™   ^P*"®**^  '*  °"*  *°  ^'V  °n  the  stones  here.'> 
o„  f  „       S'''^  "  ^^^  *°  ">«•    Yes,  pleaso.  I  beg  of 

"I  don't  see  the  sense  of  that,"  answered  the 
uoctor.  You  can't  possibly  wear  it  until  it's  diy, 
you  know."  •" 

"  But  I'd  rather." 

T'li",^^®  ^°"  ^'^'"''''^  "P  *here  ?     Very  weU  ;   then 
1  U  bring  It  up  to  you  in  a  minute  or  so.    But  just 
wait  a  httle  ;  for  you  wouldn't  ask  me  to  come  with 
nail  my  face  unshaven,  would  you  .'  " 
"  I  can  go  back No,  I  can't.    The  bank  is 

Ih/^^?^"^;  •  •  ■    B"t  I  can  look  the  other  way," 
added  Miss  Marty,  heroically. 

"  I  reaUy  don't  see  why  you  should,"  answered  the 
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Doctor,  as  he  resumed  his  kneeling  posture.  "  Now, 
to  my  mind,"  he  went  on  in  the  intervals  of  finishing 
his  toilet,  "  there's  no  harm  in  it,  and,  speaking  as  a 
mein,  it  gives  one  a  pleasant  sociable  feeling." 

"  I — have  often  wondered  how  it  was  done,"  con- 
fessed Miss  Marty.    "  It  looks  horribly  dangerous." 

"  The  fact  is,"  said  the  Doctor,  wiping  his  blade, 
"  I  cannot  endure  to  feel  imshaven,  even  when  cam- 
paigning." 

He  restored  the  razor  to  his  haversack,  blew  out 
the  spirit-lamp,  emptied  the  tin  cup  on  the  stones, 
packed  up,  resumed  his  shako,  and  stood  erect. 

"  My  stocking,  please  !  "  Miss  Marty  pleaded. 

"  It  is  by  no  means  dry  yet,"  he  answered,  stoop- 
ing and  examining  it.  "  Let  me  help  you  down,  that 
you  may  see  foi  yourself." 

"  Oh,  I  couldn't  I  " 

"  Meaning  your  foot  and  ankle  ?  Believe  me  you 
have  no  cause  to  be  ashamed  of  them,  Miss  Marty," 
the  Doctor  assured  her  gallantly,  cUmbing  the  slope 
and  extending  an  arm  for  her  to  lean  upon. 

"  Those  people — across  the  water,"  she  protested, 
with  a  slight  blush  and  a  nod  in  the  direction  of  the 
shouting,  which  for  some  minutes  had  been  growing 
louder. 

"  Our  brave  fellows — if  as  I  imagine,  the  uproar 
proceeds  from  them — are  pardonably  flushed  with 
their  victory.  They  are  certainly  incapable,  at  this 
distance,  of  the  nice  observation  with  which  your 
modesty  credits  them.  Good  Lord ! — now  you 
mention  it — ^what  a  racket  I  I  sincerely  trust  they 
will  not  arouse  Sir  Felix,  whose  temper — experto 


BY  LERRYN  WATER  125 

crede— is  seldom  at  its  best  in  the  small  hours.  There 
if  you  will  lean  your  weight  on  me  and  advance  your 
foot— the  uncovered  one— to  this  ledge—  Nav 
now !  "  o  J, 

"But  It  hurts,"  said  Miss  Marty,  wincing,  with  a 
catch  of  her  breath.  "  I  fear  I  must  have  run  a 
thorn  mto  it." 

"  A  thorn  ?  "  The  Doctor  seized  the  professional 
opportunity,  Ufted  her  bodily  off  the  slope,  and 
lowered  her  to  the  beach.  "  There,  now,  if  you  will 
sit  absolutely  still  .  .  .  for  one  minute.  I  command 
you  !     Yes,  as  I  suspected— a  gorse-prickle  !  " 

He  ran  to  his  haversack,  and,  returning  with  a 
pair  of  tweezers,  took  the  hurt  foot  between  both 
hands. 

"  Pray  remain  still  ..  .  for  one  moment.  There 
-It  IS  out !  "  He  held  up  the  prickle  triumphantly 
between  the  tweezers.  "You  have  heard,  Miss 
Marty,  of  the  slave  Andrew  Something-or-other  and 
the  Hon  ?  Though  it  couldn't  have  been  Andrew 
reaUy,  because  there  are  no  hons  in  Scotland— ex- 
cept, I  believe,  on  their  shield.  He  was  hiding  for 
some  reason  in  a  cave,  and  a  lion  came  along,  and— 
well,  it  doesn't  seem  complimp^tary  even  if  you  turn 
a  hon  into  a  lioness,  but  it  came  into  my  head  and 
seemed  all  right  to  start  with." 

"  When  I  was  a  governess,"  said  Miss  Marty,  "  I 
used  often  to  set  it  for  dictation.  I  had,  I  remember, 
the  same  difficulty  you  experience  with  the  name  of 
the  hero." 

"  x'l,^'^  ^°"  '  "  ^^  jD'^tor  exclaimed,  deUghtedly. 
That  IS  a  coincidence,   isn't  it?    I  sometimes 
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think  that  when  two  minds  are,  as  one  might  say, 
attuned—" 

"  They  are  making  a  most  dreadful  noise,"  said 
Miss  Marty,  with  a  glance  across  the  river.  "  Did  I 
hear  you  say  that  you  were  victorious  to-night  ?  " 

'Completely." 

"  The  Major  is  a  wonderful  man." 

"  Wonderful !  As  I  was  saying,  when  two  minds 
are,  as  one  might  say,  attuned — " 

"  He  succeeds  in  everything  he  touches." 

"  It  is  a  rare  talent." 

"  I  sometimes  wonder  how,  with  his  greatness — 
for  he  cannot  but  be  conscious  of  it — he  endmres  the 
restrictions  of  our  narrow  sphere.  I  mean,"  Miss 
Marty  went  on,  as  the  Doctor  Ufted  his  eyebrows 
in  some  surprise,  "  the  petty  business  of  a  country 
town  such  as  ours." 

"Oh,"  said  the  Doctor.  "  Ah,  to  be  sure !  ...  I 
supposed  for  a  moment  that  you  were  referring  to 
the — er — terrestrial  globe." 

He  sighed.  Miss  Marty  sighed  Ukewise.  Across 
in  the  covert  of  the  woods  someone  had  begun  to  beat 
a  tattoo  on  the  drum.  Presently  a  comet  joined  in, 
shattering  the  echoes  with  wild  ultilations. 

"  Those  fellows  will  be  sorry  if  Sir  Felix  catches 
them,"  observed  the  Doctor,  anxiously.  "  I  can't 
think  what  Hymen's  about,  to  allow  it.  The  noise 
comes  from  right  under  the  home-park,  too." 

"  You  depreciate  the  Major  !  "  Miss  Marty 
tapped  her  bare  foot  impatiently  on  the  pebbles ; 
but,  recollecting  herself,  drew  it  back  with  a  blush. 

"  I  do  not,"  answered  the  Doctor,  hotly.    "  I 
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merely  say  that  he  is  aUowing  his  men  yonder  to  get 
out  of  hand.  ° 

"Perhaps  you  had  better  go,  and,  as  the  poet  puts 
It,  nde  on  the  whirlwind  and  direct  the  storm  '  " 
she  suggested,  with  gentle  sarcasm 

r  ^I  ^^°'  "^  ^^^y-  "  P^*^PS.  on  the  whole, 
;  n  JT^^^°^^^^  "-^^  "fte<l  ^d  felt  it  care- 
fully— will  be  dry  in  five  minutes  or  so.  ShaU  I 
direct  Cai  Tamblyn  to  bring  the  boat  hither  if  I 
pass  him  on  my  way  ?  " 

She  glanced  up  with  a  quivering  lip. 

"  Isn't— isn't  that  a  Sulphur  Yellow  '  "  she  asked 
pomtmg  to  a  butterfly  which  wavered  past  them  and 
poised  Itself  for  an  instant  on  a  pebble  by  the  brink 
of  the  pool. 

"Eh  ?  By  George !  so  it  is."  The  Doctor  caught 
up  his  shako  and  raced  off  in  pursuit.     "  Steadv 

now!...    Is  he  gone?  ...    Yes No    I 

have  him !  "  he  caUed,  as  with  a  swift  wave  of  'his 
arm  he  brought  the  shako  dow:i  smartly  on  the 
pebbles  and,  kneeUng,  held  it  down  with  both  hands 

_^  Where  ?  "  panted  Miss  Marty. 

"  Here  ...  if  you  will  stoop  while  I  lift  the 
bnm.  .  .  .    Carefully,  please.    Now  !  " 

Miss  Marty  stooped,  but  could  not  reach  low 
enough  to  peer  under  the  shako.  She  dropped  on 
her  knees.  The  Doctor  was  kneeling  alread^  He 
^owed  her  how  to  look,  and  this  brought  their 
cheeks  close  together.  ... 

"  Oh !  "  cried  Miss  Marty,  suddenly. 

"  I  couldn't  help  it,"  said  the  Doctor. 
And— and  you  have  let  him  escape !  "    She 
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buried  her  face  in  both  hands,  and  broke  into  a  fit  of 

"Tlon-t  care.  .  .  .  Yes.  I  do !  "  He  caught 
her  hands  away  from  her  face  and,  their  hiding  being 
denied  her,  she  leant  her  brow  against  his  shoulder. 
With  that,  his  arm  crept  around  her  waist. 

For  a  while  he  let  her  sob  out  her  emotion.  Then, 
taking  her  firmly  by  both  wrists,  he  looked  once  into 
her  eyes,  led  her  to  a  seat  upon  the  pebble  ndge, 
and  sat  himself  down  beside  her. 

For  a  long  while  they  rested  there  m  silence,  hand 
clasped  in  hand.  The  uproar  across  the  nver  had 
ceased  They  heard  only  the  splash  of  the  smaU 
;^rfall  and!  in  its  pauses,  the  call  of  bird  to  bird 
mating  amid  the  hazels  and  the  oaks. 

They  drew  apart  suddenly,  warned  by  the  sound 
of  dipping  oars,  the  creak  of  thole-pins  ;  and  in  a  few 
seconds  the  rower  hove  into  view,  puUmg  up-stream 
^°f  for  dear  life.  It  was  Cai  Tamblyn.  Catching 
sight  of  them,  with  a  sharp  exclamation  he  ceased 
rowing,  held  water,  and  bringing  the  boat's  nose 
round  headed  in  for  shore. 

^You're  wanted,  quick  !  "  he  called  to  the  Doctor. 
"  They  sent  me  ofi  in  search  of  you. 
"Hev?    What?    Has  there  been  an  accident .' 
Cai  brought  his  boat  alongside,  glanced  at  Miss 
Martv,  and  lowered  his  voice. 

"'Tis  Lady  Felix-Williams.  These  here  con- 
querin'  'eroes  of  the  Major's  have  swarmed  down 
toough  the  woods  an'  ran  foul  of  the  bquor.  The 
Band  in  partikler's  as  drunk  as  Chioe.  an'  what  witi 
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homing  and  banging  under  her  ladyship's  window 
they've  a-s  ared  her  before  her  time.  She's  crying 
out  at  this  ni  anient,  and  dd  Sir  Felix  around  in  his 
dr«smg-gown  like  Satan  let  loose.  Talk  about 
MiUenmums !  " 

"  Good  Lord  !  "  Dr  Hansombody  caught  up  his 
haversack.  "The  Millennium?  I'd  clean  foreot 
about  it !  "  ° 

Miss  Marty  gazed  at  him  with  innocent  inquirine 
eyes.  ° 

"But— but  isn't  this  the  MiUennium  ?  "  she 
asked. 
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CHAPTER  X 

GUNNER  SOBEY  TURNS  LOOSE  THE  MILLENNIUM 

LET  US  return  for  a  while  to  Talland  Cove,  and 
to  the  moment  when  Captain  Arbuthnofs 
Dras'oons  broke  ambush  and  charged  down  upon  the 
Ijal'iuits. 

Of  all  our  company  you  will  remember  that  Gunner 
Sobey  passed  for  the  readiest  man.  This  reputation 
he  now  and  instantly  vindicated.  For  happening  to 
be  posted  on  the  extreme  left  in  the  shadow  of  the 
western  clifi,  and  hearing  a  sudden  cry, "  The  French ! 
The  French  !  "  he  neither  fell  back  with  the  rest  of 
the  crowd  nor  foolhardily  resisted  an  enemy  whose 
strength  could  not  yet  be  measured :  but  leaping 
aside,  and  by  great  good  luck  finding  foothold  on  the 
rocks  to  his  left,  he  v-riggled  over  the  low  ledge  of  the 
cUff  and  thence— now  clutching  at  the  grass  bents  or 
clusters  of  the  sea-pink,  now  digging  his  fingers  into 
the  turf,  but  always  flat,  or  nearly  flat,  on  his  belly- 
he  wormed  his  way  at  incredible  speed  up  the  slope, 
found  covert  behind  a  tall  furze  bush,  and  surveyed 
for  a  few  seconds  the  scene  below  him. 

The  outcries  which  yet  continued,  the  splashing 
as  of  men  in  desperate  struggle  at  the  water's  edge, 
the  hoarse  words  of  command,  the  scurrying  lanterns, 
130 
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waU  into  Z  d™  iS  „!°°*  T""  °''«'  •  »on. 

ceptional  presence  of  mL^  '  "''"*  "^  »"  ^-^^h  ex- 

say,  the  enemy  should  momentaX  b^ek  th  ''  u 
our  coast  defence  and  effecf  =.n  aTT^,  /  "^  through 
main  body  of  theTallSs  would  tt^'"^"  "^^ 
itself  into  a  rearguard  cover  thpf  '  ?"^«rting 

foe  in  check,  wMe  L  "Tte  it  T  ^'^  ^'^P  *h^ 

swiftly,  each'  to  eLX  £  tsTJ::rd"H' f " '^^' 
example:—  assigned  duty.     For 

offtet«rf  ^  ""^  ^  ^""''^  --d  "P  and  drive 

woStTSilLr '^  "^^^^  *^^  --P«  Of  the 
Detachment  D  would  coUect  and  car™  .» 

s.ons,  and  destroy  what  was  left  ^  °^  P™^' 

Detachment  E  would  set  firp  t,,  ti, 

hayric;  s  *°  *^®  <=°™  and  the 
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nossible  preparations  for  blowing  up  the  bridges  and 

'^Znefs^C'l^ourbu^^^volnnteer.  possessed 
that  siSnplicity  of  inteUect  which  we  have  come  to 
wT  the  first  essential  in  a  British  soldier.  It 
w™  n^  to  to  reason  why  ;  not  his  to  ask  how  the 
French  had  gained  a  footing  in  TaU-d  Cove  °r  how 

S?ir5^;::::S;:^Ldtt3 

5so  facto,  it  consigned  h^.  >»  ^<=':°J.^f  j£ 
general  orders,  to  Detachment  D  with  the  duhes 
Ld  responsibilities  of  that  detadiment  On  these 
then_and  at  first  on  these,  and  these  only-he  bent 
Ss  prrtfcS  resolute  mind.  It  will  be  seen  if  he 
stoDDcd  short  with  them.  ..    ,    .  ^    t-™i, 

pSn7himself  up  from  the  dry  dit*,  intent  onl:- 
on  he2g  for  home,  he  was  aware  of  a  dark  obj  c 
Z  t^e  bilk  above  him  ;  which  at  fifhe  °<''^;\ 
a  bramble  bush,  and  next,  seemg  't  move,  for 

™Uis  no  discredit  to  Gunner  Sobey  that  tak^ 
suddenly  in  the  darkness,  and  at  so  hopeless  a  dis 
advaSe,  he  felt  his  knees  shake  under  hmi  for 

moment. 

"  Parlev-voo  ?  "  he  ventured. 

The  proverb  says  that   a   Polperro   jackass 
suS^d    at  nothing    and    this    one    wU.chh. 
been  browsing  on  the  edge  of  the  ditch,  mere 
gazed. 
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*■,','  ^rl  f  ^°"'"  P^don."  went  on  Gunner  Sobey, 
still  slightly  unhinged.  "  The  fact  is,  I  mistook  you 
tor  another  person." 

The  jackass  drew  back  a  little.  It  seemed  to 
Gunner  Sobey  to  be  breathing  hard,  but  otherwise 
It  betrayed  no  emotion. 

"Soh.  then!  Soh,  my  beauty!"  said  Gunner 
bobey,  and  havmg  clambered  the  ditch,  reached  out 
a  caressmg  hand. 

The  donkey  retreated,  backing,  step  by  step  :  and 
as  Gunner  Sobey  stared  a  white  blaze  on  the  animal's 
Jace  grew  more  and  more  distinct  to  him. 

"  Eh  ?  Why,  surely-soh,  then  !— you're  Jowter 
Puckey  s  naggur  ?  And  if  so-and  I'll  be  sworn  to 
you  seem'  you  close— what's  become  of  th'  old  mare 
X  sold  hun  last  Marti'mas  ?  " 

The  beast  still  retreated.    But  Gunner  Sobey's 

wits  were  now  working  rapidly.    If  Jowter  Puckey 

pastured  his  jackass  here,  why  here  then  (it  w^ 

'onable  to  surmise)  he  also  pastured  the  old  mare, 

It:  and  if  Pleasant  browsed  anywhere  within 

■•;  why  the  chances  were  she  would  remember 

ana  respond  to  her  former  master's  call 

I  repeat  that  Gunner  Sobey  was  a  ready  man  and 
a  brave.  Without  pausing  to  reflect  that  the  French 
nught  hear  him,  he  put  two  fingers  in  his  mouth  and 
whistled  mto  the  night. 

For  a  while  there  came  no  reply.    He  had  his  two 
fingers  m  his  mouth  to  repeat  the  call  when,  happen- 
wg  to  glance  at  the  jackass,  he  perceived  the  beast's 
ears  go  up  and  its  head  slew  round  towards  the  ridce 
Doubtless  it  had  caught  the  distant  echo  of  hoofe ;' 
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for  half  a  minute  later  a  low  whinny  sounded  from 
the  summit  of  the  dark  slope,  and  a  grey  form  came 
lumbering  down  at  a  trot,  halted,  and  thrust  forward 
its  muzzle  to  be  caressed. 

"  Pleasant !  Oh,  my  dear  Pleasant !  "  stammered 
Gunner  Sobey,  reaching  out  a  hand  and  fondling  first 
her  nose,  then  her  ears.  He  could  have  thrown  both 
arms  around  her  ewe  neck  and  hugged  her.  "  How 
did  I  come  to  sell  'ee  ?  " 

To  be  sure,  if  he  had  not,  this  good  fortune  had 
never  befallen  him. 

Neither  Gunner  Sobey  nor  the  mare — nor,  for  that 
matter,  the  jackass— had  ever  read  the  eighteenth 
book  of  Homer's  Ihad  ;  and  this  must  be  their  excuse 
for  letting  pass  the  encounter  with  less  eloquence 
than  I,  its  narrator,  might  have  made  a  fortune  by 
reporting.  For  once  Gunner  Sobey's  readiness  failed 
him,  under  emotion  too  deep  for  words.  He  laid  a 
hand  on  the  mare's  withers  and  heaved  himself 
astride,  choosing  a  seat  well  back  towards  the 
haunches,  and  so  avoiding  the  more  pronounced 
angles  in  her  framework.  Then  leaning  forward  and 
patting  her  neck  he  called  to  her. 

"  Home,  my  beauty  I  I'll  stick  on,  my  dear,  if 
you'll  but  do  the  rest.    Cl'k  !  " 

She  gathered  up  her  infirm  limbs  and  headed  for 
home  at  a  canter. 

For  a  while  the  jackass  trotted  beside  them ;  but 
coming  to  the  gate  and  dismounting  to  open  it, 
Gmmer  Sobey  turned  him  back.  Possibly  the  mare 
had  a  notion  she  was  being  stolen,  for  no  sooner  had 
her  rider  remounted  than  she  struck  off  into  a  lane  en 
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the  right  hand,  avoiding  the  road  to  Polperro  where 
her  present  owner  dwelt ;  and  so,  fetching  a  circuit 
by  a  second  lane— this  time  to  the  left— clattered 
downhill  past  the  sleeping  hamlet  of  Crumplehom, 
and  breasted  the  steep  coombe  and  the  road  that 
winds  up  beside  it  past  the  two  Kellows  to  Mabel 
Burrow.  Here  on  the  upland  she  pulled  herself  to- 
gether, and  reaching  out  into  a  gallant  stride,  started 
on  the  long  descent  towards  Troy  at  a  pace  that  sent 
the  night  air  whizzing  by  Gunner  Sobey's  ears.  Past 
Cameggan  she  thundered,  past  Tredudwell ;  and 
thence,  swinging  off  into  the  road  for  the  Little 
Ferry,  still  downhill  by  Lauteglos  Vicarage,  by  Ring 
of  Bells,  to  the  ford  of  Watergate  in  the  valley  bottom, 
where  now  a  bridge  stands ;  but  in  those  days  the 
foot-passengers  crossed  by  a  plank  and  a  hand-rail. 
Splashing  through  the  ford  and  choosing  unguided 
the  road  which  bore  away  to  the  right  from  the  silent 
smithy,  and  steeply  uphiU  to  Whiddycross  Common, 
she  took  it  gamely  though  with  fast  failing  breath. 
She  had  been  foaled  in  Troy  parish,  and  marvellously 
she  was  proving,  after  thirty  years  (her  age  was  no 
less),  the  mettle  of  her  ancient  pasture.  While  he 
owned  her.  Gunner  Sobey— who  in  extra-military 
hours  traded  as  a  carrier  and  haulier  between  Troy 
and  the  market-towns  to  the  westward— had  worked 
her  late  and  fed  her  lean  ;  but  the  most  of  us  behold 
our  receding  youth  through  a  mist  of  romance,  and  it 
may  be  that  old  worn-out  Pleasant  conceived  herself 
to  be  cantering  back  to  fields  where  the  grass  grew 
perennially  sweet  and  old  age  was  unknown.  At 
any  rate,  she  earned  her  place  this  night  among  the 


^li 


136        THE  MAYOR  OP  TROY 

great  steeds  of  romance — Xanthus,  Bucephaltu. 
Harpagus,  Black  Auster,  Sleipnir  and  Ilderim,  Bay- 
ardo  and  Brigliadoro,  the  Cid's  Babieca,  Dick  Tur- 
pin's  Black  Bess  ;  not  to  mention  the  two  chargers, 
Copenhagen  and  Harengo,  whom  Waterloo  was  yet 
to  make  famous.  As  she  mounted  the  last  rise  by 
Whiddycross  Green  her  ribs  were  heaving  sorely,  her 
breath  came  in  short  quick  coughs,  her  head  lagged 
almost  between  her  bony  knees  ;  but  none  the  less 
she  held  on  down  the  steep  hill,  all  strewn  with  loose 
stones,  to  the  ferry  slip  ;  and  there,  dropping  her 
haunches,  shd,  checked  herself  almost  at  the  water's 
edge,  and  stood  quivering. 

Billy  Bates,  the  ferryman  at  Little  Ferry,  had 
heard  the  clatter  of  hoofs,  and  tiunbled  out  to  un- 
chain his  boat ;  a  trifling  matter  for  him,  since  he 
habitually  slept  in  his  clothes. 

"Hullo !  "  said  he,  holding  his  lantern  high  and 
taking  stock  of  the  gunner's  regimentals.  "I 
allowed  you'd  be  a  messenger  from  Sir  Felix.  They 
tell  me  her  leddyship  is  expectin'." 

"I  pity  her  then,"  gasped  Gunner  Sobey,  and 
waved  an  arm.  "  Man,  the  French  be  landed,  an' 
the  country's  ablaze  I  " 

Billy  Batee  set  down  his  lantern  on  the  slip 
and  ran  two  trembling  hands  through  his  scanty 
locks. 

"  If  that's  so,"  he  answered,  "  you  don't  get  no 

boat  of  mine.    There's  Hosken's  blue  boat ;  youll 

find  her  moored  off  by  a  shoreline.    Take  she  if  you 

will ;  he's  a  single  man." 

"  Dam  your  old  carcass  I  "  swore  Gunner  Sobey. 
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"  I  wish  now  I'd  waited  to  cross  over  before  tellin' 
'eel  " 

"Idaxesayyoudo.  WeU,  good-night,  soce.  I'm 
off  to  tell  the  old  woman." 

Man  is  a  selfish  animal.  As  Gunner  Sobey  hauled 
Hosken's  blue  boat  to  shore,  poor  Pleasant  came 
down  the  slip-way  and  rubbed  her  muzzle  against  his 
deeve,  dumbly  beseeching  him  to  fetch  the  horse- 
boat  that  she  too  might  cross.  He  struck  hef 
sharply  across  the  nose,  and,  jumping  aboard,  thrust 
off  from  the  shore. 

In  telling  Miss  Marty  that  the  town  was  deserted. 
Cai  Tamblyn  had  forgotten  the  Vicar. 

pat  good  man,  it  is  perhaps  superfluous  to  say. 
had  not  sought  his  bed.     He  was  a  widower,  and 
had  no  one  to  dissuade  him  from  keeping  vigil  until 
daybreak.    At  ten  o'clock,  therefore,  having  seen 
to  the  trimming  of  his  lamp  and  dismissed  the 
servants  to  rest,  he  Ut  his  study  fire,  set  the  kettle 
upon  It,  and  having  mixed  himself  a  bowl  of  brandy- 
pimch  (m  the  concoction  of  which  aU  Troy  acknow- 
ledged him  to  be  an  expert),  drew  his  armchair  close 
to  ihe  gemal  blaze,  and  sat  alternately  sipping  his 
brew  and  conning  for  the  thousandth  time  the  anno- 
tated pamphlet  in  which  he  had   demonstrated 
exhaustively,  redundantly,  irrefutably,  beyond  pos- 
sibihty  of  disbelief  or  doubt,  that  with  the  morrow 
the  worlds  great  age  must  be  renewed  and  the 
Millennium  dawn  upon  earth. 
For  an  hour  and  a  half,  or  maybe  three-quarters 
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he  sat  reading  and  reassuring  himself  that  the 
armour  of  his  proof  was  indeed  proof-armour  and 
exposed  no  chink  to  assault ;  and  then — 

The  Vicar  was  a  man  of  clean  conscience  and 
regular  habits.  He  closed  his  eyes  to  review  the 
argument.  By-and-by  his  chin  dropped  forward  on 
his  chest.  He  slept.  He  dreamt.  His  dreams 
were  formless,  uneasy ;  such  as  one  might  expect 
who  deserts  his  bed  and  his  course  of  habit  to  deep 
upright  in  an  armchair.  A  vague  trouble  haunted 
them ;  or,  rather,  a  presentiment  of  trouble.  It 
grew  and  grew  ;  and  almost  as  it  became  intolerable, 
a  bell  seemed  to  clang  in  his  ears,  and  he  started  up, 
awake,  gripping  his  chair,  his  brow  clammy  with  a 
sudden  sweat.  He  glanced  around  him.  The  fire 
was  cold,  his  lamp  burned  low,  his  book  had  fallen 
to  the  floor.  Was  it  this  that  had  aroused  him  ? 
No ;  surely  a  bell  had  clanged  in  his  errs.  His 
brain  kept  the  echo  of  it  yet. 

He  listened.  The  clang  was  not  repeated ;  but 
gradually  his  ears  became  aware  of  a  Ic"  miumuring, 
irregular  yet  continuous ;  a  sound,  it  seemed,  of 
voices,  yet  not  of  human  voices ;  a  moaning,  and 
yet  not  quite  a  moaning,  but  rather  what  the  French 
would  call  a  mugissement.  Yes,  it  resembled  rather 
the  confused  lowing  of  cattle  than  any  other  sound 
known  to  him.    But  that  was  inconceivable.  .  .  . 

He  stepped  to  the  window  curtains  through  which 
the  pale  dawn  filtered ;  pulled  them  aside  and 
started  back  with  a  cry  oi  something  mo/e  than 
dismay.    The  Vicarage  faced  upon  the  churchyard  ; 
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and  the  diurchyard  was  filled-packed-with  cattle  < 

least  thirty  score  were  gathered  there,  a  few  hardier 
phlegmatic  beasts  cropping  the  herbage  on  the 
grav^;  but  the  mass  huddled  togeth^,  rubbing 
flanks,  swaymg  this  way  and  that  in  the  pressure  of 
paxuc  as  com  is  swayed  by  flukes  of  summer  wind. 

he  ™'n  .!T  "^^  "°  "''^"*^-  R«=°ve.ing  himself, 
he  ran  to  the  passage,  caught  his  hat  down  from  the 
peg,  and  flung  wide  the  front  door. 

A  little  beyond  his  gate  a  Ume-tree  walk  led  down 
through  tiie  churchyard  to  the  town.  But  gazine 
over  the  chmes  of  the  herd  beyond  his  garden  ililing! 
he  saw  that  through  this  avenue  he  could  not  h^ 
to  force  a  passage  ;  it  was  crowded  so  densely  that 
dozen  upon  dozen  of  the  poor  brutes  stood  with 
™   "t^rfocked,   unable  to  lift   or  lower   their 

..J^^A  '^^^\^  ^1°^  *=°***«^  ^"^^^^  *lie  <=h"rdi- 
yard  and  overlooked  it ;  and  between  them  and  the 
churchyard  waU  there  ran  a  narrow  cobbled  lane 
taown  as  Pease  Alley  (,-....  pis  oiler,  the  Vicar  was 
wont  to  explam  humorously).  Through  this  he 
nught  hope  to  reach  the  Lower  Town  and  discover 
gSlSr***'''""''^''^'^^*-  He  opened  the 
It  was  obvious,  whatever  might  be  the  reason, 
that  terror  possessed  the  cattle.  At  the  creaking 
Of  the  gate  the  nearest  brutes  retreated,  pressing  back 
agamst  their  fellows,  lowering  their  h^ds  ;  af d  yS 
no^^ciously.  but  as  though  to  meet  an  unknown 
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"Soh!"  caUed  the  Vicar.    "Soh.   then! 
upon  my  word,"  he  went  on  whimsically,  answerine 
the  appeal  m  their  frightened,  liquid  eyes,  « it's  nS 
use  your  askmg  me.    You  can't  possibly  be  woise 
puzzled  than  I  am  !  "  t~«iDiy  oe  worse 

^.^  ^*  "i.?^^^*  *^*^«n  *J»em  and  hmxied 
down  P^  Alley.  Twice  he  paused,  each  tiiS 
beneath  the  wmdows  of  a  sleeping  cottage  and 
^ed  Its  occupants  by  name.  L^one  SwerTd 
On^y.  on  the  other  side  of  the  alley,  a  few  of  the 
beasts  ceased  their  lowing  for  a  whUe,  and.  thrusting 
^^ir  faces  over  the  waU,  gazed  at  him  with  pati^ 

«hi*  !^,L'T'  "^i  "*  ^^  *"^y'  ^l**'*  "  «akes  an 
abrupt  bend  around  the  hinder  premises  of  the  Ship 

}Z^^°'t  S'T^e/S^  «Pon  the  street,  the  Vica!- 
Wted  his  head  and  snified  the  morning  air.  Surely 
his  nose  detected  a  trace  of  smoke  in  it-not  the  reek 
Of  chmmeys.  but  a  smoke  at  once  more  fragrant  and 
more  pungent.  ...  -e>  " 

.  J*^'*r°u^  T^  *^"^  ^^  ^°"«  the  ehns 
above  the  church.  The  rooks,  too,  up  ttiere,  w^e 
cawmg  loudly  and  wheehng  in  circlw 
.i^J'^^  his  gaze  to  his  feet,  and  once  more 
started  back  m  alarm.  A  gutter  crossed  the  aUey 
here,  and  along  it  rushed  and  foamed  a  dark  copper- 
coloured  flood  which,  in  an  instant,  his  eye  had 
traced  up  to  toe  back  doorstep  of  the  ShiJ.  over 
which  It  poured  in  a  cascade. 

■♦  f^^'v  ^^rl  ?**«>tly.  to  sight  and  smeU  alike, 
ir^  ■  7'*^  *  '^'  *^  Vicar  ran  towards  the 
doorway,  wading  ankle-deep  in  beer  as  he  crossed 
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for  when,  no  inmate  InZ^  '1"°*  '^'^  '^'-  °nly  ; 
the  torrent  urSourr^  ^  ^'  '^^  f°"owed 
found  himself  S.fe..^f  *"°*^«''  '^°°n-ay  and 
iron-barred  w^do^  Te  £^ekT'  ^^^^  °^  '^ 

two.  three,  a  dozen  cast  ofie^^rf^  "^'r  °"*'' 
J  pouring  their  contents  t'a'Z^^^^^'^^y- 
the  bnck-paved  floor  general  flood  upon 

miS'faiat^^^^trir^'  '^^  p'---  °^ 

Without  a  thought  ^  t  "^^  *°  Wm.  I  say ! 

--er  his  wits  S:t;r'  """^  ^-^^  ^° 

;fi-ed  and  strucrie'ho'^  ol^  *°r  ^^T  '^ 
t  stupidly,  saw  the  smoke  drifttnl'  ♦!.  ^^'^  "P  ** 
tops  beyond  heard  fh»  ,^u  ^  through  the  elm- 
then  suddel  S^' uTv  "^^^  °^^'  *hem.  and 
had  clanged  L^X^^'  "'  *^^  «-"  -hich 

his  o^ ^b^r^'^L*? Lt"'  °//  '^  ^.  and  from 

entra.ceintrtheSurS'orScrhrj'^^^^^-^^ 
keys?    How?    Why  bv^r^ff.    !    °"^^*P*the 

end  of  the  south  aL7  wWc^S'  ^*^'  *'  *«  «»«* 
aUey  he  could  s^t  Slhi^  T"  ^'^^"^  *he 
more  by  token  Hi^ld^f  '*  j*f^  *jar;  and 
thestep  and  was  nSngl/S"  1'°"*'"*  <"> 
forced  the  lock.  Somefne  ^  at  f^""^'  ''*'* 
withm  the  church  I  was  at  this  moment 

The  Vicar  coUected  his  wits  and  ran  for  it;  thrust 


1^ 
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his  way  once  more  through  the  crowd  of  cattle,  and 
through  the  doorway  into  the  aisle,  shouting  a 
challenge.  A  groan  from  the  belfry  answered  him, 
and  there,  in  the  dim  light,  he  almost  stumbled 
over  a  man  seated  on  the  cold  flags  of  the  pave- 
ment and  feebly  rubbing  the  lower  part  of  his 
spine. 

It  is  notoriously  dangerous  to  ring  a  church  bell 
without  knowing  the  trick  of  it.  Gunner  Sobey 
having  broken  into  the  belfry  and  laid  hands  on 
the  first  bell-rope  (which  happened  to  be  that  of 
the  tenor),  had  pulled  it  vigorously,  let  go  too  late, 
and  dropped  a  good  ten  feet  plumb  in  a  sitting 
posture. 

"  Good  Lord  !  "  The  Vicar  peered  at  him,  stoop- 
ing.   "  Is  that  Sobey  ?  " 

"  It  was,"  groaned  Sobey.  "  I'll  never  be  the 
same  man  again." 

"  But  what  has  happened  ?  " 

"  Happened  ?  Why,  I  tumbled  off  the  bell-rope. 
You  iL-ight  ha'  guessed  that." 

"  Yes,  yes ;  but  why  ?  " 

"  Because  I  didn'  know  how  it  worked."  Gunner 
Sobey  turned  his  face  away  wearily  and  continued 
to  rub  his  hurt.  "  I  didn't  know  tiD  now,  either, 
that  a  man  could  be  stunned  at  this  end,"  he 
added. 

"  Man,  I  see  you're  suffering,  but  answer  me  for 
goodness'  sake !  What's  the  meaning  of  all  these 
cattle  outside,  and  the  tap>s  running,  and  the  smoke 
up  yonder  on  the  hill  ?    And  why — " 

"  I  done  my  best,"  murmured  Gunner  Sobey 


GUNNER  SOBEY  143 

«y.     "  Single-handed  I  done  it,  but  I  done  my 

doii,g7»^°"  **^^  ™*  *''*  ^  *'"'*  *^  ^^  yo^r 

nnl'/  """k*^'*  ''f'y  '^^"  •*  *«°  detachments  at 
tr^:  *"  ''L'  '^^'"^ded  the  Gumier.  sitting 
erect  of  a  sudden  and  speaking  with  an  air  of  S 
ucidity.  "At  least  not  in  the  ArtiUery^The 
hquor  now-  Ve  run  it  out  of  every  pubUc-house 
m  the  town  ;  that  was  Detachment  D's  work.  And 
ae  hajTicks ;  properly  speakin',  they  belonged  to 

!Ti^.S  \°n  '"''  *^y  '^"^  ^'  the  cattle. 
^«i  the  alarm  bell  you  may  argue.  wasn>  any  busi- 
ness of  mine  ;  an'  I  wich  with  aU  my  heart  I'd  ne^ 
touched  the  dam  thing !  But  with  the  Fren^S 
your  doors,  so  to  speak—"  ^^cucn  at 

"  The  French  ?  » 

it  "  Sf"'  ^  If  T  ^  ^*°  ^  ™"*t  '^^^e  overlooked 
InH  '  f  ■•*^  ^'^"*  ^  '^'J«<J  at  TaUand  Cove 
and  nn^denn-  as  they  come  -  And  the  Troy  kS 
^cut  down  like  a  swathe  o'  grass  ;  and  I,  Ily  t 
^aped  to  cany  the  news.  And  you  caU  th^  a 
mUlenyum,  I  suppose  ?  "  he  wound  up  with  sudden 
inconsequent  bitterness. 

But  the  Vicar  apparently  did  not  hear     "  The 
French?    The  French  .^  "  he  kept  repeating     "S 
Heaven,  what's  to  be  done  ?  "  *^      *^       »•       ^''> 

Ch2i  ^°"  """''  ^™«thing  more   than  a  pulpit 
Christian,"  suggested  Gmmer  Sobey,  "you'd  St 

I  can  t  walk  with  any  degree  of  comfort,  an'  that's  a 
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fact.  A)td  next  you'd  turn  to  an'  drive  off  the 
cattle  inland,  an'  give  warning  as  you  go.  'Tis  a 
question  if  I  live  out  this  night,  an'  'tis  another 
question  if  I  want  to  ;  but,  dead  or  alive,  it  sha'n't 
be  said  of  me  that  I  hadn'  presence  of  mind." 


CHAPTER  XI 

THE  MAJOR  LEAVES  US 

-pWOminut^  later  the  Vicar,  staggering  up  to 

A      the  hospital  door  with  GunnerSobey  on  his 

back  «me  to  a  terrified  halt  as  his  ea«  caugM  tt^ 

(Urection  of  Passage  Shp.  which  is  the  landine-olace 
of  the  Lxttle  Ferry.  He  had  scarce  timfto^wK 
burden  upon  the  doorstep  before  the  head  7tt^ 

witft  a  gasp  he  recognised  them. 

They  were  the  Troy  Gallants,  and  Major  Hymen 
marched  beade  them.  But  they  came  wTto^^ 
banners  waving,  without  tuck  of  drum-T^r 

djiSonr- "' ''  ""'^  --^—  ^  -% 

fe^'J^^K'"T™*'i'°'^*^*''  ^  t'*^  «^ion  of  his 

™d  Jth  W.""  '""'•'  '°  "^'^^  *1^-    He  rS 

"  Mv  Sd^^r^.^*^"'^*'*  *°  S'^t  the  Major. 

ali^eiy^"""^'     he  cned  tremulously.    "You  are 

"  Certanly."  the  Major  answered.     "  Why  not  ?  " 
Sd^d^^r^^'-  '^^^^«''  travel-sSed  hi- 

What  has  happened  ?  " 
"  '45 
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"  Well  " — the  Major  turoed  on  him  almost  vici- 
ously— "  you  may  call  it  the  MiUennium." 

"  But  the  French—  ?  " 

"  Eh  ?  Excuse  me — I  don't  taica  your  meaning. 
What  French  ?  " 

"  I  was  given  to  understand — we  have  betn  taking 
certain  precautions,"  stammered  the  Vicar,  and 
gazed  around,  seeking  Gunner  Sobey  (but  Gtumer 
Sobey  had  dived  into  the  hospital  and  was  putting 
himself  to  bed).  "  You  don't  tell  me  the  alarm  was 
false  1" 

"  My  good  Vicar,  I  haven't  a  notion  at  what  you're 
driving ;  and  excuse  me  again  if  in  this  hour  of 
disgrace  I  find  myself  in  no  humour  to  halt  here  and 
bandy  explanations." 

"  Disgrace  ?  " 

"  Disgrace,"  repeated  the  Major,  gazing  sternly 
back  on  his  abashed  ranks.  His  breast  swelled  ;  he 
seemed  on  the  point  to  say  more  ;  but,  indignation 
mastering  him,  mutely  with  a  wave  of  the  hand  he 
bade  the  Gallants  resume  their  march.  Mutely, 
contritely,  with  bowed  heads,  they  obeyed  and 
followed  him  down  the  street,  leaving  the  Vicar  at 
gaze. 


What  had  happened  ?    Why,  this. — 
After  the  fiasco  in  Talland  Cove  Captain  Arbuthnot 
had  formed  up  his  Dragoons  and  given  the  word  to 
ride  back  to  Bodmin  Barracks,  their  temporary 
quarters,  whence  Mr  Smellie  had  summoned  them. 

He  was  in  the  devil  of  a  rage.    From  the  Barracks 
to  Talland  Cove  is  a  good  fourteen  miles  as  the  crow 
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flies,  and  you  may  aUow  another  two  miles  for  th. 
wmdmgs  of  the  road  (which,  by  the  Sy  ^a  LJ5 
lentlybadone).  Toride  sixteen  milesIKh?  Sj 
aU  the  while  under  the  orders  ofl  ciX.' tft 
return  another  sixteen,  smarting.  froTaX? 
enaxid.  «  (one  must  admit)  exa^Tbly^^nJ  totte 
nuhtary  temper.  Smellie,  to  be  sure  2id  Sm^in! 
alone  had  been  d^omfite;!.  SmS  ^'oS: 
had  been  so  signally  personal  as  to  divert  all  ScS^ 
from  the  Dragoons.  SmeUie.  moreover,  had  Se 
himself  confoundedly  obnoxious. 

frn  fi!  ^  ^''^  ^^''^  *^  during  the  ride 
fromBodmm;  and  Captain  ArbuthnoThfdw^thi 
the'^S'""^"*  '"  "^^"'  "^^  theSfo^Lw 
tofiTl^'  ^fy^^^quitofhimnow;  but  how 
to  find  the  way  home  Captain  Arbuthnot  did  n^ 
ven^weUknow.  He  rode  forward  boldTyhowev^ 
keeping  his  eyes  upon  the  stars,  and  steeri,«  ^1; 
^^tte  circuitous  lanes  would  allow  him^TjrS  ty 

f.^^J'^y  ^°°  ^"  *°  *e  right,  as  men  are  ant 
to  do  m  the  darkness,  he  missed  the  cr^™  bv 

XT°Sd"^""  'V™^  '^^  "^  straStSu^^ 
to  hiHp  m  tu^      1-,   TT'         °^'^  °*  which  seemed 

j^^.  Captam  Arbuthnot  had  entirely  lost  his 
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Deciding  once  more  to  trust  the  stars,  he  left  the 
high  road,  struck  due  north  across  country  again  and 
by-and-by  found  himself  entangled  in  a  valley 
bottom  beside  the  upper  waters  of  the  same  stream 
which  Gunner  Sobey  had  forded  two  hours  before 
and  some  miles  below.  The  groimd  hereabouts 
was  marshy,  and  above  the  swamp  an  almost  im- 
penetrable furze-brake  clothed  both  sides  of  the 
valley.  The  Dragoons  fought  their  way  through, 
however,  and  were  'rewarded,  a  little  before  dawn, 
by  reaching  a  good  turf  slope  and,  at  the  head  of  it, 
a  lane  which  led  them  to  the  small  village  of  Lan- 
reatb. 

The  inhabitants  of  Lanreath,  aroused  from  their 
beds  by  the  tramp  of  hoofs  and  with  difficulty  per- 
suaded that  their  visitors  were  not  the  French,  at 
length  directed  Captain  Arbuthnot  to  the  village 
inn,  the  Punchbowl,  where  he  wisely  determined  to 
bait  and  rest  his  horses,  which  by  this  time  were 
nearly  foundered.  Being  heavy  brutes  they  had 
fared  ill  in  the  morass,  and  the  most  of  .them  were 
plastered  with  mud  to  their  girths. 

The  troopers,  having  refreshed  themselves  with 
beer,  flung  themselves  down  to  rest,  some  on  the 
settles  of  the  inn-kitchen,  others  on  the  benches 
about  the  door,  and  others  again  in  the  churchyard 
across  the  road,  where  they  snored  until  high  day 
under  the  curious  gaze  of  the  villagers. 

So  they  slept  for  two  hours  and  more  ;  and  then, 
being  summoned  by  trumpet,  mounted  and  took  the 
road  again,  the  most  of  them  yet  heavy  with  slmnber 
and  not  a  few  yawning  in  their  saddles  and  only  kept 
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from  nodding  off  by  the  discomfort  of  their  taU 
leathern  stocks. 

In  this  condition  they  had  proceeded  for  maybe 
two  miles,  when  from  a  by-lane  on  their  left  a  horse- 
man dashed  out  upon  the  road  ahead,  reined  up,  and, 
wheeling  his  horse  in  face  of  them,  stood  high  in  his 
stirrups  and  waved  an  arm  towards  the  lane  by 
which  he  had  come. 

It  took  Captain  Arbuthnot  some  seconds  to  recog- 
nise this  apparition  for  Mr  Smellie.  But  it  was 
indeed  that  unfortunate  man. 

He  had  lost  both  hat  and  wig ;  his  coat  he  had 
discarded,  no  doubt  to  be  rid  of  its  noisome  odour  : 
and  altogether  he  cut  the  strangest  figure  as  he 
gesticulated  there  in  the  early  sunshine.  But  the 
man  was  in  earnest— so  much  in  earnest  that  he 
either  failed  to  note,  or  noting,  disregarded  the 
wrathful  frown  with  which  Captain  Arbuthnot, 
havmg  halted  his  troop,  rode  forward  at  a  walk  to 
meet  him. 

"Back,  Captain,  back!"  shouted  Mr  SmeUie, 
pointing  down  the  lane. 

"  I  b^  your  pardon,  sir  "—the  Captain  reined  up 
and  addressed  him  with  cold,  incisive  poUteness— 
'  but  may  I  suggest  that  you  have  played  the  fool 
with  us  sufficiently  for  one  night,  and  that  my  men's 
tempers  are  short  ?  " 

"  Havers  I  "  exclaimed  the  indo.nitable  Smellie, 
nsmg  yet  higher  in  his  stirrups  and  lifting  a  hand 
for  sUence.  "  I  ask  ye  to  listen  to  the  racket  down 
yonder.  The  drum,  now  I"  (Sure  enough  Captam 
Arbuthnot,  pricking  his  ears,  heard  the  tunding  of 
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a  drum  far  away  in  the  woods  to  the  southward.) 
"  Man,  they've  diddled  us !  While  they  put  that 
trick  on  us  at  Talland  Cove,  their  haill  womankind 
was  rafting  the  true  cargo  up  the  river.  I've  ridden 
down,  I  tell  you,  and  the  clue  of  their  game  I  hold 
in  my  two  hands  here  from  start  to  finish.  The 
brandy's  yonder  in  Sir  Fehx's  woods,  and  the  men 
are  lying  around  it  fou-drunk  as  the  IsraeUtes  among 
the  pots.  Man,  if  ye  would  turn  to-night's  laugh, 
turn  your  troop  and  follow,  and  ye  shall  cull  them 
like  gowans !  " 

"  It  is  throwing  the  haft  after  the  hatchet,"  hesi- 
tated Captain  Arbuthnot,  impressed  against  his  will 
by  the  earnestness  of  the  appeal.  "You  have 
misled  us  once  to-night,  I  must  remind  you ;  and 
I  give  you  fair  warning  that  my  troopers  will  not 
bear  fooling  twice." 

With  all  his  faults  the  Riding  Officer  did  not  lack 
courage.  Disdaining  the  threat  he  waved  his  hand 
to  the  Dragoons  to  follow  and  put  his  horse  at  a 
canter  down  the  leafy  lane. 

It  is  recorded  in  the  High  History  of  the  Grail,  of 
Sir  Lohot,  son  of  King  Arthur,  that  he  had  a  marvel- 
lous weakness ;  which  was,  that  no  sooner  had  he 
slain  a  man  than  he  fell  across  his  body.  So  it 
happened  this  night  to  the  vaUant  men  of  Troy. 

The  Dragoons,  emerging  from  the  woods  of 
Pentethy  into  dose  view  of  the  house  and  its  terrace 
and  slope  that  falls  from  the  terrace  to  the  river, 
found  themselves  intruders  upon  the  queerest  of 
domestic  dramas. 

On  the  terrace  among  the  leaden  gods  danced  a  little 
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man,  wigless,  in  an  orange-coloured  dressing-gown 
and  a  fury  of  choler.  At  the  head  of  the  green  slope 
inunediately  under  the  balustrade  Major  Hymen, 
surrounded  by  a  moderately  sober  staff,  faced  the 
storm  in  an  attitude  at  once  dignified  and  patient. 

"  An  idea  has  occurred  to  me,"  he  put  in  at  length 
with  stately  deliberation  as  Sir  Felix  paused  panting 
for  fresh  words  of  opprobrium.  "It  is,  sir,  that 
overlooking  the  few  minutes  by  which  our  salvoes 
were— er— antedated,  you  allow  us  to  acclaim  your 
latest-bom  as  Honorary-Colonel  of  our  corps." 

"But,"  ahnost  shrieked  Sir  Felix,  "d— n  your 
eyes,  it's  ftwns— and  both  girls  !  " 

The  Major  winced.  A  rosy  flush  of  indignation 
mantled  his  cheeks,  and  only  his  habitual  respect  for 
the  landed  gentry  (whom  he  was  accustomed  to  call 
the  backbone  of  England)  checked  him  on  the  verge 
of  a  severe  retort.  As  it  was,  he  answered  with  fine 
suavity. 

"  There  is  no  true  patriot.  Sir  Felix,  but  desires  an 
accelerated  increase  in  our  population  just  now, 
whether  male  or  female.  I  trust  your  good  lady's 
zeal  may  be  rewarded  by  a  speedy  recovery." 

"  Sir  Felix  fairly  capered.    Accelerated !  Ace " 

he  began,  and,  choking  over  the  word,  turned  and 
caught  sight  of  the  Dragoons  as  they  emerged  from 
the  woods,  the  sunlight  flashing  on  their  cuirasses. 

He  fell  back  against  the  pedestal  of  a  leaden  effigy 
of  Julius  Caesar  and  plucked  his  dressing-gown  about 
him  with  fumbling  bewildered  hands.  Was  the 
whole  British  Army  pouring  into  his  peaceful  park  ? 
What  had  he  done  to  bring  down  on  his  head 
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the  sportive  mockery  of  heaven,   and  at  such  a 

moment  ? 
But  in  the  act  of  collapsing  he  looked  across  the 

balustrade  and  saw  the  Major's  face  suddenly  lose  its 

colour.    Then  in  an  instant  he  understood  and  pulled 

himself  together. 
"  Hey  ?    A  hunt  breakfast,  is  it  ?  "  he  inquired 

sardonically,  and  turned  to  welcome  the  approaching 

troop.  "  Good-moming,  gentlemen!  You  have 
come  to  draw  my  covers  ?  Then  let  me  suggest  your 
beginning  with  the  plantation  yonder  to  the  right, 
where  I  can  promise  you  good  sport." 

It  was  unneighbourly;  an  action  remembered 
against  Sir  Felix  to  the  close  of  his  Ufe,  as  it  deserved 
to  be.  He  himself  admitted  later  that  he  had  given 
way  to  momentary  choler,  and  made  what  amends  he 
could  by  largess  to  the  victims  and  their  famiUes. 
But  it  was  long  before  he  recovered  his  place  in  our 
esteem.  Indeed,  he  never  wholly  recovered  it :  since 
of  many  dire  consequences  there  was  one,  unforeseen 
at  the  time,  which  proved  to  be  irreparable.  Over 
the  inunediate  consequences  let  me  drop  the  curtain. 
Male,  male  feriati  Troes  /  .  .  .  As  a  man  at  day- 
break takes  a  bag  and,  going  into  the  woods,  gathers 
mushrooms,  so  the  Dragoons  gathered  the  men  of 
Troy.  .  .  .  Mercifully  the  most  of  them  were  un- 
conscious. 

Even  less  heart  have  I  to  dwell  on  tne  return  of  the 
merrymakers : — 

"  But  now,  ye  shepherd  lasses,  who  shall  lead 
Your  wandexing  troops,  or  sing  your  virelays  ?  *' 
Sure  no  forlomer  procession  ever  passed  down  Troy 
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river  than  this,  awhile  so  jocund,  mute  now,  irre- 
sponsive to  the  morning's  smile,  the  cuckoo's  blithe 
challenge  from  the  cliff.  To  the  Major,  seated  in  the 
stem  sheets  of  the  leading  boat,  no  one  dared  to 
speak.  They  supposed  his  pecuniary  loss  to  be 
heavier  than  it  actually  was— since  the  Dragoons  had 
after  all  surprised  but  a  portion  of  the  cargo,  and  the 
leafy  woods  of  Pentethy  yet  concealed  many  scores 
of  tubs  of  eau-de-vie  ;  but  they  knew  that  he  brooded 
over  no  pecuniary  loss.  He  had  been  outraged,  be- 
trayed as  a  neighbour,  as  a  mihtary  commander,  and 
again  as  a  father  of  his  people ;  wounded  in  the 
house  of  his  friends  ;  scourged  with  ridicule  in  the 
very  seat  of  his  dignity.  Maidens,  inconsolable  for 
lovers  snatched  from  them  and  now  bound  for  Bodmin 
Gaol,  hushed  their  sorrow  and  wiped  their  tears  by 
stealth,  abashed  before  those  tragic  eyes  which,  fixed 
on  the  river  reach  ahead,  travelled  beyond  all  petty 
private  woe  to  meet  the  end  of  all  things  with  a  tear- 
less stare. 

So  they  returned,  drew  to  the  quays,  and  disem- 
barked, unwitting  yet  of  worse  discoveries  awaitine 
them.  '^ 

In  the  hospital  Gunner  Sobey,  having  dived  into 
bed,  with  great  presence  of  mind  fell  asleep.  The 
Vicar  had  fled  the  town  by  the  North,  or  Passage, 
Gate,  and  was  by  this  time  devouring  a  country  walk 
in  long  strides,  heedless  whither  they  led  him,  vainly 
endeavouring  to  compose  his  thoughts  and  readjust 
his  prophecies  in  the  light  of  the  morning's  events— a 
process  which  from  time  to  time  compelled  him  to 
halt  and  Lold  his  head  between  both  hands. 


ii 


164        THE  MAYOR  OF  TROY 

The  Major  had  slammed  his  front  door,  locked 
himself  in  his  room,  and  would  give  audience  to  no 
one. 

It  was  in  vain  that  the  inhabitants  besieged  his 
porch,  demanding  to  know  if  the  town  were  be- 
witched. Who  had  guttered  their  shops  ?  Why 
the  causeways  swam  with  strong  liquor  ?  How  the 
churchyard  came  to  be  full  of  cattle  ?  What  hand 
had  fired  Farmer  Elford's  ricks  ?  In  short,  what  in 
the  world  had  happened,  and  what  was  to  be  done  ? 
They  came  contritefy,  conscious  of  their  undeserving ; 
but  to  each  and  aU  Scipio,  from  the  head  of  the  steps, 
returned  the  same  answer.  His  master  was  incUs- 
posed. 

Troy,  ordinarily  a  busy  town,  did  no  business  at  all 
that  day.  Tradesmen  and  workmen  in  small  groups 
at  every  street-comer  discussed  a  mystery — or  rather 
a  series  of  mysteries — with  which,  as  they  well  knew, 
one  man  alone  was  competent  to  grapple.  To  his 
good  offices  they  had  forfeited  aU  right.  Neverthe- 
less, a  crowd  hung  about  all  day  in  front  of  the 
Mayor's  house,  nor  dispersed  until  long  after  night- 
fall. At  eight  o'clock  next  morning  they  reas- 
sembled, word  having  flown  through  the  town  that 
Dr  Hansombody  and  Lawyer  Chinn  had  been  siun- 
moned  soon  after  daybreak  to  a  private  conference. 
At  eight-thirty  the  Vicar  arrived  and  entered  the 
house,  Scipio  admitting  him  with  ceremony  and  at 
once  shutting  the  door  behind  him  with  an  elaborate 
show  of  caution. 

But  at  a  quarter  to  ten  precisely  the  door  opened 
again  and  the  great  man  himself  stood  on  the  thres- 
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hold.  He  wore  civilian  dress,  and  carried  a  three- 
caped  travelling  cloak  on  his  left  arm.  His  right 
hand  grasped  a  valise.  The  sight  of  the  crowd  for  a 
moment  seemed  to  discompose  him.  He  drew  back 
a  pace  and  then,  advancing,  cleared  his  throat. 

"  My  friends,"  said  he,  "  I  am  bound  on  a  journey. 
Your  consciences  will  tell  you  if  I  deserved  yester- 
day's indignity,  and  how  far  you  might  have  obviated 
it.  But  I  have  communed  with  myself  and  decided 
to  overlook  all  personal  offence.  It  is  enough  that 
certain  of  our  fellow-townsmen  are  in^durance,  and  I 
go  to  release  them.  In  short,  I  travel  to-day  to 
Plymouth  to  seek  the  best  legal  advice  for  their  de- 
fence. In  my  absence  I  commit  the  good  behaviour 
of  Troy  to  your  keeping,  one  and  all." 

You,  who  have  read  how,  when  Nelson  left  Ports- 
mouth for  death  and  victory,  the  throng  pressed  after 
him  down  the  beach  in  tears,  and  ran  into  the  water 
for  a  last  grasp  of  his  hand,  conceive  with  what  emo- 
tion we  lined  up  and  escorted  our  hero  to  the  ferry  ; 
through  what  tears  we  watched  him  from  the  Passage 
Slip  as  he  waved  back  from  the  boat  tiding  him  over 
to  the  farther  shore,  where  at  length  Boutigo's  Van 
—"The  Eclipse,"  Troy  to  Torpoint,  No  Smoking 
Inside— received  and  bore  him  from  our  straining 
eyes. 


CHAPTER  XII 
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A  COLD   DOUCHE   ON   A    HOT  FIT 

THERE  lived  at  Pl5rmouth,  in  a  neat  house  at  the 
back  of  the  Hoe,  and  not  far  from  the  Citadel, 
a  certain  Mr  Basket,  a  retired  haberdasher  of  Cheap- 
side,  upon  whom  the  Major  could  count  for  a  hos- 
pitable welcome.  The  two  had  been  friends — cronies 
almost — in  their  London  days ;  dining  together 
daily  at  the  same  cook-shop,  and  as  regularly  sharing 
after  dinner  a  bottle  of  port  to  the  health  of  King 
George  and  Mr  Pitt.  Nor,  since  their  almost  simul- 
taneous retreat  from  the  capital,  had  they  aUowed 
distance  to  diminish  their  mutual  regard.  They 
frequently  corresponded,  and  their  letters  included 
many  a  playful  challenge  to  test  one  another's  rural 
hospitality. 

Now  while  the  Majc>'.  had  (to  put  it  mildly)  but 
exchanged  one  sphere  of  activity  for  another,  Mr 
Basket,  a  married  man,  embraced  the  repose  of  a 
contemplative  life  ;  cultivating  a  small  garden  and 
takjnp;  his  wife  twice  a  week  to  the  theatre,  of  which 
he  was  a  devotee.  These  ptmctual  jaunts,  very  sen- 
sibly practised  as  a  purge  against  dulness,  together 
with  the  stir  and  hubbub  of  a  garrison  town  in 
which  his  walled  garden  stood  isolated,  as  it  were,  all 
day  long,  amid  marchings,  countermarchings,  bi^le- 
caUs,  and  the  rumble  of  waggons  filled  with  material 
156 
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of  war,  gave  him  a  sense  of  being  in  the  swim — of 
close  participation  in  the  world's  affairs ;  failing 
which  a  great  many  folk  seem  to  miss  half  the  enjoy- 
ment of  doing  nothing  in  particular. 

Mr  Basket  welcomed  the  Major  cordially,  with  a 
dozen  rallying  comments  on  his  healthy  rural  com- 
plexion, and  carried  him  oS  to  admire  the  garden 
while  Mrs  Basket  enlarged  her  preparations  for 
dinner  at  five  o'clock. 

The  garden  was  indeed  calculated  to  excite  admira- 
tion, less  for  its  flowers — for  Mr  Basket  confessed 
ruefully  that  very  few  flowers  would  grow  with  him 
— than  for  a  hundred  ingenuities  by  which  this  de- 
fect was  concealed. 

"  And  the  beauty  of  it  is,"  announced  Mr  Basket, 
with  a  wave  of  his  hand  towards  a  black  and  white 
edging  compound  of  marrow  bones  and  the  inverted 
bases  of  wine  bottles,  disposed  alternately,  "  it  har- 
bours no  slugs.  It  saves  labour,  too  ;  you  would  be 
surprised  at  the  sum  it  used  to  cost  me  weekly  in 
labour  alone.  But,"  he  went  on,  "  I  pin  my  faith 
to  oyster  shells.  They  are,  if  in  a  nautical  town  one 
may  be  permitted  to  speak  breezily,  my  sheet 
anchor."  He  indicated  a  gro.  .t  the  end  of  the 
walk.    "  Maria  and  me  did  the  whole  of  that." 

"  Mrs  Basket  is  fond  of  gardening  ?  "  hazarded 
the  Major. 

"She's  extraordinary  partial  to  oysters,"  Mr 
Basket  corrected  him.  "We  made  it  a  principle 
from  the  first  to  use  nothing  but  what  we  consumed 
in  the  house.  That  don't  apply  to  the  statuary,  of 
course,  which  I  have  purchased  at  one  time  and 
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another  from  an  Italian  dealer  who  frequents  the 
Hoe.  The  material  is  less  durable  than  one  might 
wish ;  but  I  could  not  afford  marble.  The  orig- 
mals  of  these  objects,  so  the  dealer  informs  me,  are 
sold  for  very  considerable  sums  of  money  :  in  addi- 
tion to  which,"  went  on  Mr  Basket,  lucidly,  "  he 
carries  them  in  a  tray  on  his  head,  which,  in  the  case 
of  marble,  would  be  out  of  the  question  ;  and.  as  it 
IS,  how  he  contrives  to  keep  'em  balanced  passes  my 
understanding.  But  he  is  an  intelligent  fellow,  and 
becomes  very  commuhicative  as  soon  as  he  finds  out 
you  have  leanings  for  Art.  Here's  a  group,  for 
instance— Cupid  and  Fisky— in  the  nude." 

"  But,  excuse  me—"  The  Major  stepped  back 
aud  rubbed  his  chin  dubiously,  for  some  careful  hand 
had  adorned  the  lovers  with  kUts  of  pink  wool  in 
crochet  work,  and  Psyche,  in  addition,  wore  a  neat 
pink  turnover. 

"  The  artist  designed  'em  in  the  nude,  but  Maria 
worked  the  petticoats,  having  very  decided  views,  for 
which  I  don't  blame  her.    It  keeps  off  the  birds,  too  : 
not  that  the  birds  could  do  the  same  damage  here  as 
in  an  ordinary  garden." 
"  I  can  well  believe  that." 
"  But  we  were  talking  of  oyster  shells.    They  are, 
as  I  say,  our  stand-by.    To  be  sure,  you  can't  pro-' 
cure  'em  aU  the  year  round,  like  marrow  bones  for 
mstance ;    but,  as  I  teU  Maria,  from  a  gardening 
pomt  of  view  that's  ahnost  a  convenience.    You  can 
work  at  your  beds  whenever  there's  an  '  r '  in  the 
month,  and  then,  during  the  summer,  take  a  speU, 
look  about,  and  enjoy  the  results.    Besidra,  it  leaves 
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you  free  to  plan  out  new  improvements.  Now 
here  "—Mr  Basket  caught  his  friend's  arm.  and  lead- 
mg  him  past  a  bust  of  Socrates  ("  an  Athenian,"  he 
explamed  m  passing  ;  "  considered  one  of  the  wisest 
men  of  antiquity,  though  not  good-looking  in  our 
sense  of  the  word  "),  paused  on  the  brink  of  a  smaU 
basm,  cunningly  ^.unk  in  centre  of  a  round,  pebble- 
paved  area  guarded  by  statuary—"  I  consider  this 
my  masterpiece." 
"  A  fish-pond  !  " 

"Yes,  and  containing  real  fish;  goldfish,  you 
perceive.  I  keep  it  supplied  from  a  rain-water  cis- 
tern at  the  top  of  the  house,  and  feed  'em  on  bread- 
crumbs. Never  teU  me,"  said  Mr  Basket,  "  that 
animals  don't  reason." 

"  You  certainly  have  made  yourself  a  charminij 
retreat     the  Major  admitted,  gazing  about  him. 

Mr  Basket  beamed.    "  You  iemember  the  lines 
I  was  wont  to  declaim  to  you,  my  friend,  over  our 
bottle  m  Cheapside  ? — 
" '  May  I  govern  my  passion  with  an  absolute  sway 

^d  grow  wiser  and  better  as  my  strength  wear,  away. 
Without  gout  or  stone,  by  a  gentle  decay.  .  .  .  • 
For  the  last,  it  must  be  as  Heaven  pleases ;  but  to 
some  extent,  you  see,  I  have  come  to  enjoy  mv 
modest  aspirations.    Only  until  to-day  one  thing 
WIS  lacking.    As  poor  Bannister  used  to  quote  it  in 
tde  play— you  remember  him  ?— 
" '  I've  often  wished  that  I  had  clear 
For  life  six  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
A  something^)r-other  house  to  lodge  a  friend.  .  .  .  • 
Ay,  my  dear  Hymen,"  Mr  Basket  wrung  the  Major's 
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hand  with  genuine  feeling,  "  you  have  been  a  long 
time  putting  off  this  visit ;  but,  now  we  have  you,  I 
promise  we  don't  let  you  go  in  a  hurry.  We  will 
toast  old  days ;  we  will  go  visit  the  play  together  as 
of  old— yes,  this  very  night.  For,  as  luck  will  have 
it,  the  stock  company  at  the  Theatre  Royal  makes 
way  to-night  for — whom  think  you  ?  No  less  a  man 
than  Orlando  B.  Sturge,  and  in  his  great  part  of 
Tom  Taffrail  in  Love  Between  Decks ;  or,  The 
Triumph  of  Constancy  ;  a  week's  special  engage- 
ment with  his  own  I^ndon  company  in  honour  of  the 
Duke  of  Clarence,  who  is  paying  us  a  visit  just  now 
at  Admiralty  House." 

"  Sturge  ?  "  echoed  the  Major,  doubtfully. 
"  Good  heavens,  my  dear  feUow,  don't  tdl  me  you 
haven't  heard  of  him  1  Really,  now,  really,  you 
bury  yourself — believe  me,  you  do.  Why,  for 
nautical  parts,  the  stage  hasn't  his  equal;  and  a 
voice,  they  tell  me,  like  Indedon's  in  his  prime !  Mrs 
Basket  and  I  have  reserved  seats,  and,  now  I  come  to 
think  of  it,  we  had  best  step  down  to  the  theatre 
before  dining,  book  yours,  and  arrange  it  so  that  we 
sit  m  a  row.  The  house  will  be  crowded,  if  'tis  only 
for  a  view  of  his  Royal  Highness,  who  will  certainly 
attend  if— hem  ! — equal  to  the  effort." 
"  I  had  not  heard  of  his  being  indisposed." 
"  Nor  is  he,  at  this  hour.  But  now  and  then  .  .  . 
after  his  fourth  bottle.  .  .  .  However,  as  I  say,  the 
house  will  certainly  be  crowded." 

"  You'll  excuse  me,  my  friend,  if  I  beg  that  you 
and  your  good  wife  will  trot  off  to  the  theatre  to- 
night without  troubling  about  me.    The — er — fac* 
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is,  I  have  come  up  to  Plymouth  primarily  to  consult 
a  lawyer  on  a  somewhat  delicate  business,  and  shall 
be  glad  of  a  few  hours'  soHtude  this  evening  to  pre- 
pare my  case.  Do  you  happen  by  the  way,  to  know 
of  a  good  lawyer  ?  I  wish  for  the  verv  best  advice 
procurable." 

"Eh— eh?  Delicate  Tiuiness.  you  lav  ?  My 
dear  fellow,  no  entanglea.  jit,  I  hope  '  You  Jways 
were,  you  know.  .  .  .  Gm  I've  ;ail  it  a  thousand 
tunes-you  ought  to  gn  marrieJ  ;  ird  Mari.i  agrees 
with  me  ...  a  man  of  yi.ur  presence,  carrj-ing  his 
years  as  you  do.  Eh?  You  rf  blushing,  man. 
Then  maybe  'tis  the  real  thing,  nnd  you've  come  up 
to  talk  over  settlements  ?  " 

"  Tut-tut !  "  interposed  the  Major,  who  indeed 
had  coloured  up,  and  apparently  not  with  annoy- 
ance. "  There's  no  woman  at  all  in  the  case  I'm  re- 
femngto."  But  here  he  checked  himself.  "Nay 
I  forgot;  I'm  wrong  there,"  he  admitted  ;  "and  if 
she  hadn't  had  twins,  I  don't  believe  'twould  have 
happened." 

"Curious  circumstance  to  forget,"  murmured  Mr 
Basket ;  but,  perceiving  that  the  Major  was  indis- 
posed to  be  communicative,  pressed  him  no  further. 

At  dinner  Mrs  Basket,  whose  welcome  had  at  first 
been  qualified  by  the  prospect  of  having  to  give  to 
the  unexpected  guest  her  seat  at  Love  Between  Decks 
(on  which,  good  soul,  she  had  sp+  her  heart),  showed 
herself  m  her  most  amiable  lig  t  <:hf.  w^s  full  of 
apologies  for  deserting  him.  "  .i  he  L  .  ^i Jy  given 
them  warning.  Not  but  that  slic  w.'is  delighted  • 
and  even  now,  if  the  Major  woi.'d  .  xxo  use  of  her 
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ticket  .  And  to  leave  him  alone  in  the  house— 
for  the  '  maid  '  lived  two  streets  ^^J^y-.f^^^fP*  f. 
home-it  sounded  so  inhospitable,  did  it  not  ?  But 
she  hoped  the  Mai  or  wonld  find  his  room  comfortable , 
there  was  a  table  for  writing  ;  and  ^"PP^r,^"^^^ 
laid  in  the  parlour,  if  he  should  feel  tired  after  his 
journey  and  wish  to  retire  to  bed  before  their  return 
Would  he  be  good  enough  to  forbear  standmg  upon 
ceremony,  and  remember  the  -^^-^ttlf ,  "».  Jf 
cellaret  on  the  right-hand  of  the  sideboard  ?  Ako 
by  the  way.  he  must  take  temporary  f^^ssion  of  the 
SpUcate  latchkey';  and  then,"  added  Mrs  Basket. 
"  we  shall  feel  you  are  quite  one  of  us. 

The  Major,  on  his  part,  could  only  trust  that  his 
unexpected  visit  would  not  be  allowed  to  mar  for 
one  moment  Mrs  Basket's  enjoyment  ot  Love  Be- 
tween Decks.  On  that  -  cndition  only  could  he  fed 
that  he  had  not  unwarrantably  intruded  ;  on  those 
terms  only  that  he  was  being  treated  in  smcenty  as 
an  old  friend.  "  I  am  an  old  campaigner,  madam. 
Permit  me,  using  an  old  friend's  Uberty  to  con- 
gratulate  you    on    the    flavour    of    this    boded 

""in  short,  the  Major  showed  himself  the  most  com- 
plaisant of  guests.  At  dessert,  observmg  that  Mr 
Basket's  eye  began  to  wander  towards  the  dock  on 
the  mantelpiece,  he  leapt  up,  protestmg  that  he 
should  never  forgive  himself  if,  through  hun.  his 
friends  missed  a  single  line  of  Love  Between  Decks 

Mr  Basket  rose  to  his  feet,  with  a  half-regretful 
glance  at  the  undepleted  decanter. 

«  To-morrow  night."  said  he,  "  we  wdl  treat  old 
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friendship  more  piously.    Believe  me,  Hymen,  if  it 
weren't  for  the  seats  being  reserved " 

"  My  dear  feUow,"  the  Major  assured  him,  with  a 
chaUenging  smUe  for  Mrs  Basket,  "if  you  don't 
come  back  and  teU  me  you've  forgotten  for  three 
hours  my  very  existence,  I  shall  pack  my  valise  and 
tramp  off  to  an  inn." 

Having  dismissed  the  worthy  couple  to  the  theatre 
—but  a  couple  of  streets  distant— the  Major  retired 
with  glass  and  decanter  to  his  room,  drank  his 
quantum,  smoked  two  pipes  of  tobacco  very  leisurely 
and  then,  with  a  long  sigh,  drew  up  his  chair  to  the 
table  (which  Mrs  Basket  had  set  out  with  writing 
materials)  and  penned,  with  many  pauses  for  con- 
sideration, the  foUowing  letter ;  which,  when  the 
reader  has  perused  it,  will  sufficiently  explain  why 
our  hero  had  blushed  a  while  ago  under  Mr  Basket's 
interrogatory. 

" My  dear  Martha,— 'Sweet,'  says  our  premier 
poet,  'are  the  uses  of  adversity.'  The  indignity  (I 
wall  c^  It  no  less)  to  which  my  fellow-townsmen  by 
their  folly,  and  Sir  FeUx  by  his  perfidy,  have  re- 
cently subjected  me,  is  not  without  its  compensa- 
tions. On  the  one  hand  it  has  disillusioned  me  ;  on 
the  other  it  has  removed  the  scales  from  my  eyes  It 
has,  mdeed,  inspired  me  with  a  disgust  of  pubUc  life  • 
It  has  taught  me  to  think  more  meanly  of  mankind 
as  a  whole.  But  while  weaning  my  ambitions— 
perhaps  too  abruptly— from  a  wider  sphere,  it  has 
directed  me  upon  a  happiness  which  has— dare  I  say 
It  ?— awaited  me  all  the  while  beside  the  hearth 
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"  Let  me  avow,  dear  cotisin,  that  when  first  this 
happy  inspiration  seized  me,  I  had  much  ado-you 
know  my  promptitude  of  old— to  refrain  from  seek- 
ing you  at  once  and  pressing  my  suit  with  that 
ardour  which  the  warmth  of  my  purpose  dictated. 
On  second  thoughts,  however,  I  decided  to  spare 
your  emotions  that  sudden  assault,  and  to  make  my 
demand  in  writing— in  miUtary  phrase,  to  summon 
the  garrison  in  form. 

"  Your  tender  consideration  of  my  comfort  over  a 
period  of  years  induces  me  to  believe  that  a  stronger 
claim  on  that  consideration  for  the  future  may  not 
be  a  matter  of  indifference  to  you.    In  short,  I  have 
the  honour  to  offer  you  my  hand,  with  every  assur- 
ance of  a  lifelong  fidelity  and  esteem.    The  station  I 
ask  you  to  adorn  will  be  a  private  one.    I  am  here  to 
consult  a  lawyer  how  best  I  may  release  from  the 
consequences  of  their  folly  the  unfortunate  men  who 
betrayed  me.    This  done,  I  lay  down  my  cham  of 
office  and  resign  my  commission.    I  will  not  deny 
that  there  are  wounds  ;  I  look  to  domestic  feUcity  to 
provide  a  bahn  for  them.    Hansombody,  no  doubt, 
will  succeed  me ;   and  on  the  whole  I  am  satisfied 
that  he  will  passably  fill  an  office  which,  between 
ourselves,  he  has  for  some  time  expected.    I  hope  to 
return  the  day  after  to-morrow,  and  to  receive  the 
blushing  answer  on  which  I  have  set  my  heart.— 
Believe  me,  dear  Coz,  your  afiectionate 

"Sol.  Hymen." 

Cynics  tell  us  that  one  half  of  the  proposals  of 
marriage  made  by  men  are  the  direct  result  of  pique. 
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How  closdy  this  proposal  of  the  Major's  coincided 
with  the  recoil  of  his  pubUc  humiliation  I  do  not 
pretend  to  determine.  Certain  it  is  that  he  had  no 
sooner  wntten  and  sealed  his  letter  than  the  shadow 
of  a  doubt  began  to  creep  over  his  hot  fit. 

He  started  up,  lit  his  long  pipe,  and  feU  to  pacing 
the  room   with  agitated  strides.    Was  he  doing 
wisely?    Matrimony,  ^^  had  sometimes  told  hfe 
fnends,  is  like  a  dip  in  the  sea  ;  the  wise  man  takes  it 
at  a  plunge,  head  first.    Yes,  yes  ;  but  had  he  given 
It  quite  suf&cient  reflection  ?    Could  he  promise  him- 
self he  would  never  regret  ?    He  was  not  doubting 
that  Miss  Marty  would  make  him  an  exceUent  wife. 
Admirable  creature,  she  bore  every  test  he  could 
apply.    She  was  gentle,  companionable,  intelligent 
converse,  yet  never  forward  in  giving  an  opinion  • 
too  studious,  rather,  to  efface  herself  ;  in  household 
management  economical  without  being  penurious ; 
a  notable  cook  and  needlewoman  ;  in  person  by  no 
means  uncomely,  and  in  mind  as  weU  as  person  so 
scrupulously  neat  that  her  unobtrusive  presence  her 
nokeless  circumspect  flittings  from  room  to  room, 
exhaled  an  atmosphere  of  daintiness  in  which  it  was 
good  to  dweU.    No,  he  had  no  anxiety  about  Miss 
Marty.    But  could  he  be  sure  of  himself  ?    Had  he 
reaUy  and  truly  and  for  ever  put  the  ambitions  of 
public  hfe  behind  him  ?    Might  they  not  some  day 
re-awaken  as  this  present  wound  healed  and  ceased 
to  smart .' 

If  he  sent  this  letter,  he  had  burnt  his  boats.  He 
halted  before  the  table  and  stood  for  a  while  consider- 
ing ;  stood  there  so  long  that  his  pipe  went  out  un- 
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heeded.  Ought  he  not  to  re-write  his  proposal  and 
word  it  so  as  to  leave  himself  a  loophole  ?  As  he 
conned  the  name  on  the  address,  by  some  trick  of 
memory  he  found  himself  repeating  Miss  Marty's 
own  protest  against  the  Millennium  :  "  Why  couldn't 
we  be  let  alone,  to  go  on  comfortably  ?  " 

Confound  the  Millennium  !  Was  it  at  the  bottom 
of  this  too  ?  The  plaguey  thing  had  a  knack  of  in- 
truding itself,  just  now,  into  all  he  undertook,  and 
always  mischievously.  It  was  unsetthng— Miss 
Marty's  word  again— infernally  unsettling.  He  had 
begun  to  lose  confidence  in  himself. 

The  room  was  hot.  He  stepped  to  the  window, 
flung  it  open,  and  drank  in  the  cool  air  of  the  summer 
night.  Below  him  lay  the  garden,  wherein  Mr 
Basket's  statuary  showed  here  and  there  a  glimmer 
in  the  velvet  darkness.  The  Major  turned  back  to 
the  room  and  began  to  undress  slowly  ;  removing 
his  wig,  his  coat,  his  waistcoat,  and  laying  them  on  a 
chair.  Next  he  turned  out  his  breeches  pockets  and 
tossed  his  purse,  with  a  handful  of  loose  silver,  upon 
the  bed.  With  it  there  jingled  the  spare  latchkey 
with  which  Mrs  Basket  had  entrusted  him. 

He  picked  it  up.  .  .  .  Yes,  why  should  he  not 
take  a  turn  in  the  garden  to  compose  his  mind  ?  In 
his  present  agitation  he  was  not  likely  to  woo  slum- 
ber with  success.  .  .  .  He  slipped  on  his  coat  again 
and  descended  the  stairs,  latchkey  in  hand.  A 
lamp  burned  in  the  hall,  and  by  the  light  of  it  he  read 
the  hour  on  the  dial  of  a  grandfather's  clock  that 
stood  sentry  beside  the  dining-room  door— five-and- 
twenty  minutes  past  ten.    The  Baskets  would  not  be 
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returning  for  another  hour  at  least.  He  unlatched 
the  front  door,  stepped  out,  and  closed  it  softly 
behind  him. 

Now  mark  how  simply — ^how,  with  a  short 
laugh— by  the  crook  of  a  httle  finger,  as  it  were— 
the  envious  gods  topple  down  the  tallest  human 
pride. 

The  Major  descended  the  front  steps,  halted  for  a 
moment  to  peer  at  a  statuette  of  Hercules  resting  on 
his  club,  and  passed  on  down  the  central  path  of  the 
garden  with  a  smile  for  his  worthy  friend's  foible.  A 
dozen  paces,  and  his  toe  encountered  the  rim  of  Mr 
Basket's  fish-pond.  .  .  . 

The  Major  went  into  Mr  Basket's  fish-pond  souse ! 
—on  all  fours,  precipitately,  with  hands  wildly  claw- 
ing the  water  amid  the  astonished  goldfish. 

The  echo  of  the  splash  had  hardly  lost  itself  in  the 
dark  garden-alleys  before  he  scrambled  up,  coughing 
and  sputtermg,  and  struggling  to  shore  rubbed  the 
water  from  his  eyes.  Now  the  basin  had  not  been 
cleaned  out  for  some  months,  and  beneath  the  water, 
which  did  not  exceed  a  foot  and  a  half  in  depth,  there 
lay  a  good  two  inches  of  slime  and  weed,  some  portion 
of  which  his  knuckles  were  effectively  transferring  to 
his  face.  He  had  lost  a  shoe.  Worse  than  this,  as 
he  stood  up,  shook  the  water  out  of  his  breeches  and 
turned  to  escape  back  to  the  house,  it  dawned  on  him 
that  he  had  lost  the  latchkey  ! 

He  had  been  carrying  it  in  his  hand  at  the  moment 
of  the  catastrophe.  ...  He  sat  down  on  the 
pebbled  path  beside  the  basin,  flung  himself  upon  his 
stomach  and,  leaning  over  the  brink  as  far  as  he 
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dared,  began  to  grope  in  the  mud.  After  some 
minutes  he  recovered  his  shoe,  but  by-and-by 
was  forced  to  abandon  the  search  for  the  key  as 
hopeless.    He  had  no  lantern.  ... 

He  cast  an  appealing  glance  up  at  the  light  m  his 
bedroom  window.  His  gaze  travelled  down  to  the 
fanlight  over  the  front  door.  And  with  that  the 
dreadful  truth  broke  on  him.  Without  the  latchkey 
he  could  not  possibly  re-enter  the  house. 

He  unlaced  and  drew  on  his  sodden  shoe,  and  sat 
for  a  while  considerinp.  Should  he  wait  here  in  this 
dreadful  pUght  until  his  hosts  returned  ?  Or  might 
he  not  run  down  to  the  theatre  (which  lay  but  two 
short  streets  away),  explain  the  accident  to  a  door- 
keeper, and  get  a  message  conveyed  to  Mr  Basket  ? 
Yes,  this  was  clearly  the  wiser  course.  The  streets- 
thank  Heaven ! — ^were  dark. 

He  crept  to  the  front  gate  and  peered  forth.  The 
roadway  was  deserted.  Taking  his  courage  m  both 
hands,  he  stepped  out  upon  the  pavement  and  walked 
briskly  downhiU  to  the  theatre.  The  distance  was  a 
matter  of  five  or  six  hundred  yards  only,  and  he  met 
nobody.  Coming  in  sight  of  the  brightly-Ut  portico, 
he  made  a  dash  for  it  and  up  the  steps,  where  he 
blundered  full  tilt  into  the  arms  of  a  tall  doorkeeper 
at  the  gallery  entrance. 

"  Hello !  "     exclaimed   the    man,    falling    back. 
"  Get  out  of  this  !  " 
'    "  One  moment,  my  friend—" 

"  Damme  !  "  The  doorkeeper,  blocking  the  en- 
trance, surveyed  him  and  whistled.  "  Hi,  Charley  !  " 
he  called  ;   "  come  and  take  a  look  at  this !  " 
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A  scrag-necked  youth  thrust  his  face  forward  from 
the  aperture  of  the  ticket-office. 

"  Well,  I'm  jiggered,"  was  his  comment.  "  Drunk, 
eh  ?    Throw  him  out !  " 

"  If  you'll  listen  for  a  moment,"  pleaded  the  Major, 
with  dignity,  and  began  to  search  in  the  pockets  of 
his  sodden  breeches.  "  I  wish  a  message  taken  .  .  . 
but  dear  me,  now  I  remember,  I  left  my  money  up- 
stairs! " 

"  On  the  gilded  dressing-table  beside  the  diamond 
tiyara,"  suggested  the  doorkeeper.  "  Or  maybe  you 
cast  it  down,  careless,  on  the  moonlit  shore  afore 
taking  your  dip  !  " 

"  My  good  man,  I  assure  you  that  I  am  the  victim 
of  an  accident.  It  so  happens  that,  by  a  singular 
chain  of  mischance,  I  have  not  at  this  moment  a 
penny  about  me.  But  if  you  will  go  to  the  reserved 
row  of  the  pit  and  fetch  out  my  friend  Mr  Basket — " 

At  this  point  the  Major  felt  a  hand  clapped  on  his 
shoulder,  and  turning,  was  aware  of  two  sailors, 
belted  and  wearing  cutlasses,  who,  having  lurched  up 
the  steps  arm-in-arm,  stood  to  gaze,  surveying  him 
with  a  frank  interest. 

"  What's  wrong,  eh  ?  "  demanded  the  one  who 
had  saluted  him,  and  turned  to  his  comrade,  a  sallow- 
faced  man  with  a  Newgate  fringe  of  a  beard.  "  Good 
Lord,  Bill,  what  is  it  like  ?  " 

"  It  looks  like  a  wreck  ashore,"  answered  the 
sallow-faced  sailor  after  a  slow  inspection. 

"Talk  about  bein'  fond  of  the  theayter !  He 
must  have  swum  for  it,"  said  the  other,  and  stared  at 
the  Major  round-eyed.    "  You'll  excuse  me  ;   Ben 
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J  ope,  my  name  is,  bos'n  of  the  Vesuvius  bomb  ;  and 
this  here's  my  friend  Bill  Adams,  bos'n's  mate.  As 
I  was  sayin',  youll  excuse  me,  but  you  must  be  fond 
of  it  -  a  man  of  your  age — ^by  the  little  you  make  of 
appearances." 

"  I  was  just  explaining,"  stammered  the  Major, 
"  taat  although,  most  unfortunately,  I  have  left  my 
purse  at  home — " 

But  here  he  paused  as  Mr  J  ope  looked  at  Mr  Adams, 
and  Mr  Adams  answered  with  a  slow  and  thoughtful 
wink. 

"Go  where  you  will,"  said  Mr  Jope  cheerfully, 
stepping  to  the  ticket-office  ;  "  go  where  you  will, 
and  sail  the  high  seas  over,  'tis  wonderful  how  you 
run  across  that  excuse.  Three  tickets  for  the  gallery, 
please  ;  and  you,  Bill,  fall  alongside  1  "  He  linked 
an  arm  in  the  Major's,  who  feebly  resisted. 

"  Lord  love  ye !  "  said  Mr  Jope,  "  the  lie's  an  old 
one  ;  but  a  man  that  played  up  to  it  better  in  ap- 
pearances I  never  see'd  nor  smelt !  " 


CHAPTER  XIII 

A  VERY   HOT   PRESS 

'T*HE  performance  of  Love  Between  Decks  had 
i-  reached  its  famous  fourth  act,  in  which  Tom 
Tafiran,  to  protect  his  sweetheart  (who  has  foUowed 
hun  to  sea  in  man's  attire),  strikes  the  infamous  Firet 
Lieutenant  and  is  marched  off  between  two  marines 
for  pumshment.  This  scene,  as  everyone  knows,  is  laid 
on  the  upper  deck  of  his  Majesty's  ship  Poseidon  (of 
seventy-four  guns),  and  the  management,  as  a  con- 
dition of  engaging  Mr  Orlando  B.  Sturge  (who  was 
exacting  in  details),  had  mounted  it,  at  great  expense 
with  a  couple  of  hfelike  guns,  R.  and  L.,  and  for  hu  ,k- 
ground  the  overhang  of  the  quarter-deck,  with  rails 
and  a  mizzen-mast  of  real  timber  against  a  painted 
cloth  representing  the  rise  of  the  poop. 

At  the  moment  when  our  Major  entered  the  gallery, 
the  heated  atmosphere  of  which  weU-nigh  robbed 
lum  of  breath,  Tom  Taffrail  had  taken  up  his 
pMition  0  .  the  prompt  side,  close  down  by  the  foot- 
ights,  and  thrown  himself  into  attitude  to  de- 
liver the  speech  of  manly  defiance  which  provokes 
the  Wicked  Lieutenant  to  descend  into  the  waist  of 
the  ship  and  receive  the  well-merited  weight  of  the 
hero's  fist.  The  hero,  with  one  foot  planted  on  a  coU  of 
real  rope  and  one  arm  supporting  the  half-inanimate 
'71 
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fonn  of  his  Susan,  in  deference  to  stage  convention 
faced  the  audience,  while  with  his  other  arm  up- 
lifted he  invoked  vengeance  upon  the  oppressor,  who 
scowled  down  from  the  quarter-deck  rail. 

"  Hear  me,  kyind  Heaven  !  "  declaimed  Tom 
Taffrail,  "  for  Heaven  at  least  is  my  witness,  that 
beneath  the  tar-stained  shirt  of  a  British  sailor  there 
may  beat  the  heart  of  a  Man  I  " 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  Mr  Sturge  was  clothed  in  a 
dean  blue  and  white  striped  shirt,  with  socks  to 
match,  white  duck  trousers  no  less  immaculate,  with 
a  hiige  glittering  brass  buckle  on  the  front  of  his  belt, 
two  buckles  of  smaller  size  but  similar  pattern  on 
his  polished  dancing  shoes,  and  wore  his  hair  in  a 
natty  pigtail  tied  with  cherry-coloured  ribbon. 

— "  Hear  and  judge  betwixt  me  and  yonder  tyrant ! 
Let  the  storm  off  Pemambuco  declare  who  first 
sprang  to  the  foretop  and  thence  aloft  to  strike 
t'gallant  yards  while  the  good  ship  Poseidon  careened 
before  its  hurricane  rage  !  Ay,  and  when  the  main 
topm'st  went  smack-smooth  by  the  board,  who  was 
it  sUd  like  Ughtning  to  the  deck  and,  with  hands  yet 
glowing  from  the  halliards,  plucked  forth  axe  and 
hewed  the  wreckage  clear  ?  But  a  truce  to  these 
reminders!  'Twas  my  duty,  and,  as  a  seaman,  I 
did  Jt !  " 

r  re,  having  laid  his  tender  burden  so  that  her 
back  rested  against  the  coil  of  real  rope,  Mr  Sturge 
executed  the  opening  steps  of  a  hornpipe,  and  ad- 
vancing to  the  footlights,  stood  swaying  with  crossed 
arms  while  the  orchestra  performed  the  prelude  to 
his  most  celebrated  song. 
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At  this  point  Mr  Jope,  who  for  some  seconds  had 
been  breathing  hard  at  the  back  of  the  Major's  neck, 
clutt  led  his  comrade  by  the  arm. 

"You  'eard  that.  BiU  ?  "  he  asked  in  a  hoarse 
whisper. 

"  Ay,"  answered  BiU  Adams.  "  He  sUpped  down 
from  the  t'gallant  yards  by  the  halliards." 

"  Would  ye  mind  pinchin'  me  '  " 

"  Where  ?  " 

"Anywhere ;  in  the  fleshy  part  of  the  ham  for 
choice;  not  too  vigorous,  but  just  to  make 
sure.  He  come  down  by  the  halliards.  Which 
halliards  ?  " 

"Signal  halliards,  belike.  Damme,  why  not' 
Aboard  a  vessel  with  the  decks  laid  ath'artships— " 

"  An'  the  maintopm'st  went  smack-smooth— you 
'eard  him  ?    What  sort  o'  spar—" 

"  Dunno  "—Bill  paused  and  audibly  shifted  his 
quid-"  unless  'twas  a  parsnip.  The  mizzn-m'st 
seems  to  have  stood  it,  though  her  stays  do  lead 
to  a  brass-headed  nail  in  the  scuppers." 

"  In  a  gale  off  Pemambuco  .  .  .  'twas  his  duty 
and  as  a  seaman  he  did  it,"  quoted  Mr  Jope  in  a  low 
voice  thrilled  with  awe.  "  Bill,  we  must  'ave  him. 
-If  he  did  but  'alf  of  it,  we  must  'ave  hun.  In 
them  togs,  aboard  the  Vesuvius  now  .  .  .  Lord  love 
me,  he's  dancin' !  " 

"  Ay,  and  he's  going  to  sine." 

"Sing/" 

"Mark  my  word,  he's  going  to  sing,"  repeated 
BUI  Adams  with  confidence ;  and,  sure  enough, 
Mr  Sturge  stepped  forward  and  with  a  reproach- 
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ful  glance  at   the  empty  Royal  box  upUfted  his 
voice  : 

"  When  honest  Jack  across  the  foam 
Puts  forth  to  meet  the  GalUc  foe. 
His  tributary  tear  for  home 

He  wipes  away  with  a  Yow-heave-ho ! 
Man  the  braces. 
Take  you  places. 
Fill  the  tot  and  push  the  can ; 
He's  a  lubber 
That  would  blubber 
When  Britannia  needs  a  Man  I " 

"S'help  US,  Bill,  what  are  they  doing  now?" 
gasped  Ben  Jope,  as  two  groups  of  seamen,  one  at 
either  wing,  took  up  the  chorus  ;  tailing  on  to  a  cable 
and  heaving  while  they  sang.  ^ 

"  Fishin'  the  anchor,"  said  Bill  pensively  ;  thats 
what  they're  doin'.  She  carries  her  catheads  amid- 
ships. The  ship's  all  right,  once  you  get  the  hang  oJ 
her." 

"  Bill,  we  must  'ave  him  !  "  ^, 

"  Hush  it,  you  swab  !    He's  beginning  again. 

"But  when  among  the  heaving  clouds. 
Aloft,  alone,  with  folded  arms. 
He  hangs  her  portrait  in  the  shrouds 
And  feeds  on  Susan's  glowing  charms. 
To  th'  horizon 
Soft  his  sighs  on 
Angel  wings  the  zephyrs  fan. 
While  his  feelings. 
Deep  revealings. 
Prove  that  Jack  remains  a  Mati  I " 

.  "  'Ear  that,  Bill  ?  " 


A  VERY  HOT  PRESS 


175 


"  O'  course  I  'ears  it.  Wliy  not  ?  I  knew  there 
was  something  funny  wi'  them  shrouds.  They 
carries  the  family  portraits  on  'em — it's  all  right,  I 
tell  you." 

"  But '  feeds,'  he  said." 

"  Meanin'  the  picter  ;  though  maybe  they  sling 
the  meat-safe  there  as  well.    They  ought  to." 

"  They  couldn't  !  " 

"  Why  not  ?  Well,  then,  p'raps  they  strikes  now 
and  then  in  a  gale — off  Pemambuco — along  wi'  the 
t'gallant  yards.  Stow  yer  talk,  Ben  Jope,  and  let  a 
man  listen." 

The  audience  encored  Mr  Sturge's  song  vocifer- 
ously ;  and  twice  he  had  to  repeat  it  before  they 
would  suffer  him  to  turn  again  and  defy  the  still 
scowling  Lieutenant. 

"  Ay,  sir  ;  the  British  seaman,  before  whose  col- 
lective valour  the  crowned  tyrants  of  Yiu-ope  shrink 
with  diminished  heads,  dares  to  proclaim  himself  a 
Man,  and  in  despite  of  any  petty  tyrant  of  the 
quarter-deck.  Humble  his  lot,  his  station,  may  be. 
Callous  he  himself  may  be  to  the  thund'ring  of  the 
elements  or  the  guns  of  his  country's  foemen  ;  but 
never  will  he  be  found  irresponsive  to  female  distress 
in  any  shape  or  form.  Leftenant  Vandeloor,  you 
have  upraised  your  hand  against  A  Woman ;  you 
have  struck  her  a  Blow.  In  your  teeth  I  defy  you  !  " 
(Frantic  applause.) 

"  My  word,  Bill,  the  Duke  ought  to  been  here 
to  'ear  that !  " 

"  But  why  isn't  he  here  ?  "  asked  the  Major. 
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"  Well,"  answered  Ben  Jope  slowly,  with  a  glanc 
along  the  crowded  gallery  and  a  wink  at  Bill  Adam 
(but  the  Major  saw  neither  the  glance  nor  the  wink] 
"  to-night,  d'ye  see,  'twouldn't  ha'  been  altogethe 
the  thing.  He's  not  like  you  and  me,  the  Duke  isn't 
He  has  to  study  appearances." 

"  I  should  have  thought  that,  if  his  Royal  Highnes 
studied  popularity,  he  could  scarcely  have  found  i 
better  occasion." 

"  Look  here,"  put  in  Mr  Jope  sharply,  "  if  th 
Duke  chooses  to  be  drunk  to-night,  you  may  lay  to  i 
he  knows  his  business.  And  look  here  again  ;  I  tool 
you  for  a  victim  o'  misfortun',  but  if  so  be  as  you'r 
startin'  to  teach  the  R'yal  family  tact,  w'y,  I  change 
my  opinion." 

"  If  I  could  only  find  my  friend  Basket,  or  get  i 
message  taken  to  him,"  ingeminated  the  Major 
•  whose  teeth  were  chattering  despite  the  tropica 
atmosphere  of  the  gallery. 

"  Eh  ?  What's  that  you're  sayin'  ?  "  the  seamai 
demanded  in  a  sudden  sharp  tone  of  suspicion.  "  I 
there's  a  friend  o'  your'n  in  the  gallery,  you  keep  bj 
me  and  point  him  out  when  the  time  comes.  I  ain' 
a-makin'  no  promise,  mind  ;  no  more  than  to  say  i 
may  be  the  better  for  him  ;  but  contrariwise  I  don' 
allow  no  messages,  and  you  may  belay  to  that !  " 

"  But  my  friend  is  not  in  the  gallery.  He  has  i 
reserved  seat  somewhere." 

"  Then  you  may  take  it  he  don't  require  no  message 
bein'  toler'bly  safe.  As  for  yourself,  you  stick  tc 
me.    Understand  ?    Whatever  happens,  you  stick  tc 
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The  Major  did  not  understand  in  the  least  •   b„t 

b^TrroT:"r  ''  f^  '"°-"*  wa/int'iipS 
^  Tom  T  W^"'"  ^'°™  ^  <1"^«^  Of  the  house 

™er,    laid    his    persecutor    prostrate    on   the 

nimM'*^°'u'    S™n*«d  BiU  Adams.     "  The  lad's 
ra^S^"""^'"^*"'^^^^^'^-^-^-^"^^^^^^^^^^ 

£?e  Jirh:^'\--^s  -^ 
~t=^;rSe£rr-^ 

clolrbe^d  h^"*'  ^  ^  •'°^*^^-^'«  whistle  s...  Jled 
aose  behind  his  ear.  he  was  merely  bewildered.    He 

feet'h?^  ""T*?  *°  "«^^*  ^"^  ^««  of  him  surged  to  its 
Sor  ea,    't'^^'^f  ^^^  *« gallery,  sailor  afte 

ns!  fri  t?"^/^"^'  '^^  ^"^  *•>«  whole  aulence 
^'ThT^Z,"^^''  ^'}  ""^^^  ''P*"™^^  faces. 

then  t^entT  h  n'""^"^  r^""    "=^^  ^  ^°^^-- 
ciy .    ^"^y-  *h«°  a  hundred  voices  took  up  the 
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"  The  Press  !     The  Press  !  " 

He  turned.    What  had  become  of  Mr  Jope  ? 

What,  indeed  ?  Cutlass  between  teeth,  Mr  Jope 
had  heaved  himself  over  the  gallery  rail,  caught  a 
pillar  between  his  dangling  feet,  and  sUd  down  it  to 
the  Upper  Circle  ;  from  the  Upper  Circle  to  the  Dress 
Circle  ;  from  the  Dress  Circle  to  the  Pit.  A  dozen 
seamen  hurrahed  and  followed  him.  To  the  audience 
screaming,  scattering  before  them,  they  paid  no  heed 
at  all.  Their  eyes  were  on  their  leader,  and  in  silence, 
breathing  hard,  each  man's  teeth  clenched  upon  his 
cutlass,  they  hounded  after  him  and  across  the  Pit  at 
his  heels. 

It  may  be  that  this  vivid  reproduction  of  his  alleged 
exploit  off  Pemambuco  for  the  moment  held  Mi 
Orlando  B.  Sturge  paralysed.  At  any  rate,  he  stood 
«by  the  footlights  staring,  with  a  face  on  which  re- 
sentment faded  into  amaze,  amaze  into  stupefaction. 

It  is  improbable  that  he  dreamed  ( f  any  personal 
danger  until  the  moment  when  Mr  Jope,  leaping  the 
orchestra  and  crashing,  on  his  way,  through  an  aban- 
doned violoncello,  landed  across  the  footlights  and 
clapped  him  on  the  shoulder. 

"  Never  you  mind,  lad !  "  cried  Mr  Jope  cheerfully, 
taking  the  cutlass  from  between  his  teeth  and  waving 
it.    "  You'll  get  better  treatment  along  o'  we." 

"  What  mean  you  ?  Unhand  me— Off,  I  say, 
minion !  " 

"  It'll  blow  over,  lad ;  it'll  blow  over.  You  take 
my  advice  and  come  quiet — O,  but  we  want  you  !— 
an'  if  you  hear  another  word  about  this  evening's 
work  111  forfeit  my  mess." 
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"Sf  sTf '"/..  "^'P-  ^^^y>  there-Help  -  - 
around  the  doo^lo  e^fa^"  ""^  ^^^'^>'  P^-ing 

Heads,   there  !    Heads  '  " 
ing  Lr'  """  '^  "P°"  "^^  ^*^«  -*•>  a  resound- 

anjj,^""  ^°"^  °'  '"^-      ^-'^  give  no  trouble, 

assufe^o^thTt'l  W^rth  ^''l  '"^  --'  ' 
to  interfere     SiesesILl  '^^^*''*  disposition 

I  have  he«d  onJem  w        '^^«^W«.  of  course. 

one  befor"'  ll^TX  "rjhf  n"""^  "^^*"*  ^* 
realm  demands  it  and  fh»  if  "^'^^^ty  of  the 
sho^d  b^the  iTrnVlt^t  ilTft^r  ^^^ 

lives.  LeStZs  "  Mr  if  ^  '*'°^'  *°  ^^«  ^^ei; 
"-y  experiSc^^  •  ^"^^^  '=°°^^^d.  "that's 

I' I  beg  your  pardon." 

sticuStTSfbut'rSs '""  -r^'  ^-  ^° 

pretty  difficulta4>M;'?M^   considered,  thafs 
you  aboard "S;  tende,.'    ""'""  ^°"  '"^'^ '^  ^'«  -« 
Aboard  the  tender?" 
The  Major  stepped  back  a  pace  as  the  fellow's 
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absurd  mistake  dawned  on  him.     "  Why,  you  im- 
pudent scoundrel,  I'm  a  Justice  of  the  Peace !  " 

But  here  a  rush  of  the  driven  crowd  lifted  and 
bore  him  against  the  gallery  rail.  A  hand  close  by 
shattered  the  nearest  lamp  into  darkness,  and  the  flat 
of  a  cutlass  (not  Bill  Adams')  descending  upon  our 
hero's  head,  put  an  end  for  the  while  to  speech  and 
consciousness. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

THE    "  VESUVIUS  "  BOMB 

j_T  E  awoke  with  a  racking  headache  in  pitchy 

A  A  darkness  ;  and  with  the  twilight  of  returning 
consciousness  there  grew  in  him  an  awful  fear  that  he 
had  been  coffined  and  buried  ahv-.  For  he  lay  at 
M  length  in  a  bed  which  yet  was  unluce  any  bed  of 
his  acquaintance,  being  so  narrow  that  he  could 
neither  turn  his  body  nor  put  out  an  arm  to  lift  him- 
self into  a  sittmg  posture  ;  and  again,  when  he  tried 
to  move  his  legs,  to  his  horror  they  were  compressed 
a=  If  between  bandages.  In  his  ear  there  sounded 
not  sw  mches  away,  a  low  lugubrious  moaning.  It 
could  not  come  from  a  bed-feUow.  for  he  had  no  bed- 

,r.L  ■  •  •    ^°'  "  '^'^^  ^  ''o  earthly  sound. 

With  a  singled  cry  he  flung  a  hand  upwards 
fendmg  off  the  horrible  darkness.  It  struck  againTt 
a  board,  and  at  the  same  instant  his  cry  was  echoed 
by  a  sharp  scream  close  beside  him. 

"Angels  and  ministers  of  Gerrace  defend  us '  " 
The  scream  sank  to  a  hoarse  whisper  and  was  accom- 
panied by  a  clank  of  chains.  "Not  dead?  You— 
you  are  not  dead  ?  " 

The  Major  lay  back  in  a  cold  sweat.  "  I-I 
thought  I  was."  he  quavered  at  length.  But  at  this 
pomt  his  mysterious  bed  seemed  to  sway  for  a 
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caught  his  breath. 


moment  beneath  him,  and  he 
"  Where  am  I  ?  "  he  gasped. 

"  At  sea,"  answered  the  voice  in  a  hollow  tone. 

"  At  sea !  "  In  a  sudden  spasmodic  attempt  to 
sit  upright,  the  Major  ahnost  rolled  himself  out  of  his 
hammock. 

"  Ay,  poor  comrade— if  you  are  indeed  he  whom  I 
saw  lifted  aboard  unconscious  from  the  tender— 'tis 
the  dismal  truth. 

"  Beneath  the  Orlop's  darksome  shade 
Unknown  to  Sol's  bright  ray, 
Where  no  kihd  chink's  assistant  aid 
Admits  the  cheerful  day. 

I  am  not,  in  the  practical  sense,  seaman  enough  to 
determine  if  this  noisome  den  be  the  precise  part  of 
the  ship  alluded  to  by  the  poet  under  the  name  of 
Orlop.  But  the  circumstances  correspond  ;  and  my 
Stomach  informs  me  that  the  vessel  is  in  motion." 

"  The  vessel  ?  "  echoed  the  Major,  incredulous  yet. 
"  What  vessel  ?  " 

"  As  if  to  omit  no  detail  of  horror,  she  is  called,  I 
believe,  the  Vesuvius  bomb.  Phoebus,  what  a 
name !  " 

It  drummed  for  some  seconds  in  the  Major's  ear 
like^anecho. 

"  Yes,  yes  .  .  .  the  theatre,"  he  murmured. 

"  The  theatre  ?  You  were  in  the  theatre  ?  Then 
you  saw  me?" 

"  I  beg  your  pardon." 

"  Af«— Orlando  B.  Stuige.  Yes,  sir,  if  it  be  any 
consolation  to  you,  know  that  I,  Orlando  B.  Sturge, 
of  the  Theatre  Royal,  Covent  Garden,  am  your  tem- 
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hS   ?"*T  *"   *<l^««'ty.   yo'»r  co-mate   a„- 

S  JTd'^l  h'  ""^  "^^  '^'^"'  "-^^"y  °f  hand- 
cuffs ,  and  aU  by  an  error  which  would  be  absurd  if 
It  weren't  so  infemaUy  serious." 
'*  There  has  been  some  horrible  mistake  " 

"  A  Justice  of  the  Peace  !  " 
"  Eh  ?  " 

"  With  a  Major's  commission  !  " 

"  Pardon,  I  think  you  must  be  confusLig  me  with 
ome  other  pe..on.  Orlando  B.  Sturge  is  my  n^e' 
sir,  and  fam:h»r-as  I  may  say  without  vanitv- 
wherever  the  Thespian  art  is  honoured.  BuryesL 
day  the  daxlmg  of  the  public;  and  now.  in  the^  L 
of  our  national  bard :—  ,       uc        as 

" '  Now  lies  he  here 

And  none  so  poor  to  do  him  reverence.' 

You  are  familiar  with  the  works  of  Shakespeare,  sir  ? 

Your  speech,  if  you  will  allow  me  to  -  v  sof  suggests 

a  respectable  education."  suggests 

in»lin^^*"P?^'^  !"*°  ^^•"  *"^^«^d  the  Major 
inattentively,  absorbed  in  his  own  woes 

r^J!^  ''°''f^°''  i"'  this  will  get  into  the  news- 
Wers ;    and  then  let  these  ignorant  ruffians  be- 

"dTc  ! 

sh^dSred'""'"'^"'    Godfo..id."    The  Major 

"  •t"*..;   ",   ^'^  ^^""^^  *^^^  hack  in  dark  surprise, 
lis  the  language  of  delirium.    He  raves.    What 
ho,  without  there!  "he  called  aloud 
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"  What  the  devil's  up  ?  "  responded  a  voice  from 
the  darkness  behind  the  Major's  head.  It  belonged 
to  a  marine  standing  sentry  outside  a  spare  sail 
which  shut  off  the  Vesuvius's  sick  bay  from  the 
rest  of  the  lower  deck. 

"  A  surgeon,  quick !  Here's  a  man  awake  and 
delirious." 

"  All  right.  You  needn't  kick  up  such  a  row, 
need  you  ?  "  growled  the  marine. 

"  Like  Nero,  I  am  an  angler  in  a  lake  of  darkness. 
You  have  handcuffed  me,  moreover,  so  that  even  if 
this  accursed  sty  contains  a  bell-rope — which  is  im- 
probable— I  am  debarred  from  using  it.  A  light, 
•:here,  and  a  surgeon,  I  say  !  " 

The  marine  let  fall  the  sail  flap  and  withdrew, 
grumbling.  But  apparently  Mr  Sturge's  mode  of 
giving  an  order,  being  unlike  anything  in  his  experi- 
ence, had  impressed  him  ;  for  by-and-by  a  faint  ray 
•  illimiined  the  dirty  whitewashed  beams  over  the 
Major's  hammock,  and  four  persons  squeezed  them- 
selves into  the  sick  bay — the  marine  holding  a  lantern 
and  guiding  the  ship's  surgeon,  who  was  followed  in 
turn  by  our  friends  Mr  Jope  and  Mr  Bill  Adams. 

The  Vesuvius  bomb,  measuring  but  a  httle  more 
than  ninety  feet  over  all,  with  a  beam  ot  some 
twenty-seven  feet,  and  carrying  seventy  odd  men  and 
boys,  with  six  long  six-pounder  gmis  and  a  couple  of 
heavy  mortars,  could  spare  but  scanty  room  for 
hospital  accommodation.  At  a  pinch,  a  dozen  ham- 
mocks could  be  slung  in  the  den  whidi  the  marine's 
lantern  revealed ;  but  how  a  dozen  si6;  men  could 
recover  there,  and  how  the  surgeon  could  move 
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between  the  hammocks  to  perform  his  ministrations, 
were  mystenes  happily  left  unsolved.  Asitwr-  the 
two  mvalids  and  their  visitors  crowded  the  place  to 
suffocation. 

u  il^^f^"""'  y°"  ^y ' "  hemmed  the  surgeon,  a 
bald  httle  man  with  a  twinkling  eye,  ai  unshaven 
ohm  and  a  very  greasy  shirt  frill.  "  Well,  well  give 
me  your  pulse,  my  friend.  Better  a  blister  on  the 
neck  than  a  round  shot  at  yoi  r  feet,  hey  ?  I  near 
upon  gave  you  up  when  they  L.ought  you  aboard- 
upon  my  word  I  did." 

The  Major  groaned.  "You  seemed  a  humane 
man,  sir.  he  answered  feebly.  "Spare  me  your 
blisters  and  get  me  put  ashore,  for  pity's  s   ce  •  " 

The  doctor  shook  his  head.  "My  good  ow  we 
weighed  an  hour  ago  with  a  fresh  northerly  br^. 
I  haven  t  been  on  deck,  but  by  the  cant  of  her  we 
must  be  clear  of  the  Scand  akeady  and  hauling  up 
for  Portsmouth."  ^    *^ 

"On  your  peril  you  detain  me.  sin  I'll  have  your 
ool  of  a  captain  broken  for  this-cashiered,  sir- 
kicked  out  of  the  service,  by  heaven !  I  am  a 
Justice  of  the  Peace.  I  tell  you  i  " 

<jrum.    He'll  make  a  Star-Chamber  matter  of  it. 
The  poor  feUow's  raving.  I  teU  you.    A  curse  on 
your  inhumanity  !    But  I  can  wait  for  my  revenge 
at  Portsmouth.    Approach.  feUows.  and  knock  off 
tJiose  gyves." 

"  Jf  tif  ol  the  Peace  !  "  echoed  Ben  Jope.  paying 
^attention  whatever  to  Mr  Sturge.  but  t^m^^Hn 
BUI  Adams  with  round,  wondering  eyes.     "  I  told 
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you  he  was  something  out  o'  the  common.  And 
you  ain't  had  no  more  sense  than  to  knock  him  over 
the  head  with  a  cutlass  !  " 

"  I  did  not,"  protested  Bill  Adams.  "  He  took 
it  accidental,  you  being  otherwise  engaged ;  an'  I 
stuck  to  the  ere  .tur',  thinkin'  as  how  you  wanted 
him." 

■'  But  why  should  I  want  him  ?  " 

"  Damned  if  I  know.  If  it  comes  to  that  "—Bill 
Adams  jerked  a  Ihumb  towards  the  hammock 
containing  Mr  Sturge  — "  what  d'ye  want  him 
for  ?  " 

"  Oh,  him  ?  "  answered  Mr  Jope  with  a  grin.  "  In 
a  gale  off  Pemambico — " 

"  What  on  eartli  are  you  two  talking  about  ?  " 
asked  the  surgeon,  who  had  seatedhimself  on  the  deck 
and,  v«th  the  lantern  between  his  feet,  was  busily 
preparing  a  blister. 

"  Beggin'  your  pardon,  sir,  but  you  haven't  been 
»on  deck  yet  ?  You  haven't  seen  the  ducks  we 
brought  aboard  last  night  ?  " 

"  My  good  man,  can  I  be  in  two  places  at  once  ? 
I  have  been  up  all  night  with  Mr  Wapshott,  and  the 
devil  of  a  time  he's  given  me.  When  they  brought 
me  this  poor  fellow,  I  hadn't  time  to  do  more  than 
order  him  into  hammock — indeed  I  hadn't.  Now, 
then  " — ^he  stood  on  his  feet  again  and  addressed  the 
marine — "  fetch  me  a  basin  of  water  and  I'll  bathe 
his  head." 

"  Is  Mr  Wapshott  bad,  sir  ?  "  asked  Ben  Jope. 

"  H'm,"  the  surgeon  hesitated.  "  WeU,  I  don't 
mind  admitting  to  you  that  he  was  very  bad  indeed ; 
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but  about  six  beUs  I  got  a  draught  to  take  effect,  and 
he  has  been  sleeping  ever  since." 

"And  you  didn't  see  the  Captain  brought  aboard. 

sir  ?  " 

"  I  did  not.  '  Brought,'  you  say  .'  " 
Ben  Jope  nodded  his  head,  and  for  a  moment  or 
[  two  watched  m  silence  the  sponging  of  our  Major's 
scalp.  "  I've  known  this  here  ship  in  the  variousest 
kinds  o'  weathers,"  he  announced  at  length  with 
quiet  conviction,  "  but  they  was  fool's-play  one  and 
all  compared  with  what's  .  head  of  us." 

"  If  it  comes  to  that  agaui,"  put  in  Bill  Adams  "  I 
don't  see  but  this  here  Justice  o'  the  Peace  is' the 
plum  o'  the  whole  bunch.  Maybe  "—he  turned  to 
his  fnend— "  you  ain't  never  seen  a  Justice  o'  the 
Peace  ?    I  'ave." 

"W'y,"  asked  Ben  Jope.  "what's  there  pecuUar 
about  'em  ?  " 

"  I  got  committed  by  one  some  years  ago  "  Mr 
Adams  answered,  with  a  grave  effort  of  memory. 

At  a  place  caUedFamham,  it  was,  a  way  inland  up 
the  Portsmouth  Road.  Me  and  the  landlord  of  a 
pubUc  there  came  to  words,  by  reason  he  caUed  his 
house  The  Admiral  Howe,  but  on  his  signboard  was 
the  face  of  a  different  man  altogether.  Whereby 
I  asked  hun  why  he  done  so.  Whereby  he  said 
the  pamter  didn't  know  How.  Whereby  I  knocked 
him  down,  and  he  caUed  m  the  constables  and  swore 
he  d  meant  it  for  a  joke  ;  and  they  took  me  afore  a 
Justice ;  and  the  Justice  said  he  wouldn't  yield  to 
nobody  m  his  respect  for  our  Navy,  but  here  was  a 
case  he  must  put  his  foot  down,  and  if  necessary 
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with  an  iron  hand  ;  and  gave  me  seven  days.  Which 
I  mention  because  I  couldn't  pay  the  fine,  having  no 
more  than  a  few  coppers  besides  what  I  stood  up  in, 
and  was  then  on  my  way  home  from  the  wreck  of  the 
Duck  Sammy*  brig,  which  went  ashore  on  the  back 
of  the  Wight.  But  if  you  ask  me  what  was  peculiar 
about  the  man,  he  was  called  Bart. — Sir  Samuel 
Brooks,  Bart. — and  lived  in  a  fine  house  as  big  as 
Greenwich  Hospital,  with  a  gold  watch-chain  across 
his  belly  you  could  have  moored  a  pinnace  by,  and 
gold  in  his  pockets  correspondin'.  Whereby  I  lamed 
ever  since  to  know  my  betters  when  ashore,  and  be- 
have myself  lowly  find  give  'em  a  wide  berth.  But 
this  isn't  one,  nor  the  beginnings  of  one,  for  I  took 
the  liberty  to  s'arcb  his  pockets." 

"  Indeed,  sir,"  our  hero  appealed  to  the  surgeon, 

"  my  name  is  Hymen — Major  Solomon  Hymen — of 

Troy,  in  Cornwall.    On  inquiry  you  wiU  find  that  I 

am  actually  Chief  Magistrate  of  that  borough.    Nay, 

•  I  implore  you — " 

The  surgeon,  having  bathed  the  wound  and  bound 
it  with  three  strips  of  plaster,  took  up  the  blister, 
and  was  on  the  point  of  applying  it,  using  persuasions 
indeed,  but  with  the  air  of  one  who  would  take  no 
denial,  when  a  terrible  outcry  at  once  arrested  him 
and  drowned  the  Major's  protestations. 

The  cry — ^it  soimded  like  the  roar  of  a  wounded  bull 
— came  from  the  deck  overhead.  Its  echoes  sounded 
the  very  bowels  of  the  ship  ;  but  at  the  first  note  of 
it  Ben  Jope  had  clutched  Bill  Adams  by  the  arm. 

*  Deux  Amis.    A  gun-brig  of  that  name  was  wrecked  c 
the  Isle  of  Wight  on  May  23rd,  1799. 
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"He's  seen  'em!"  he  gasped.    "Run,  doctor 

"l2n"  Lu^  """--'  ''^'"  ^«  <^-'  »-<i-  r : 

fJ^"";  w^^T^""'    ^°"^'"    Suiting  the  action  to 
rushed  him  out  of  the  sick  bay,  the  doctor  andTe 

r^'/*  ^^^^  ^"^^^    ^"  t'^^  excitement,  the  Ma  or 

umb  ed  out  of  his  hammock,  tore  aside  the  s^il  flip 

and  Staggered  after  them  along  the  dim  an^empS 

lower-deck  to  a  ladder  which  led  up  to  dayliX^  ^ 

How  to  describe  the  spectacle  which  met  his 

way !-  Aloft  the  Vesumus  spread  her  full  sails  in 
doud  upon  cloud  of  dove-coloured  grey  (for  to  fac^ 
she  earned  ve:y  dingy  canvas)  agSJt  the  Sue  of 
heaven  and  reached  along  with  the  northerly  brLe 
on  her  larboard  quarter,  heeling  gently,  yet  just  kw 
enough  for  the  Major  to  blink  ^  his  g^,  trivelZ 
beyond  the  lee  bulwarks,  caught  the  dazde  of  2 
knocked  up  and  spreading  off  her  blunt  bo>^   Z^ 

wS  some  IfZ""^'  ""  '^"'y  """"-^^  °^  '^""^te 
tlT'Cwf  ,f^*''  '°r  '"P^"'  ^  depicted  Vith 
n.!tK  <^  .?^*"°'^  '^^  8^^*°^  °f  sea-sickness  be- 
'T^J^^'^l^^*^'^  paint,  lay  the  crew  of  KM  S 

taere  with  the  rest,  with  one  hand  upraised  and 
grasping  a  nng-bolt,  while  the  soft  sway  of  the  sWp 
sihtl  ''^  ^^\^i-^^d  epauletL  ZZ 

X:T  Jt^  '^^  "^'^  ''^'^  «>««'.  «  upon  a 
•''^■.™e<J«e  of  the  bulwarks' shadow. 
Kight  above  this  disconsolate  group,  and  ahnost 
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right  above  the  Major's  head  as  he  thrust  it  through 
the  hatchway — or,  to  be  more  precise,  at  the  head  of 
the  ladder  leading  to  the  Vesuvius's  poop— clung  a 
little  wry-necked,  red-eyed,  white-faced  man  in  dis- 
hevelled uniform,  and  capered  in  impotent  fury. 
But  as  when  a  child  is  chastised  he  yells  once  and 
there  follows  a  pause  of  many  seconds  while  he 
gathers  up  lung  and  thorax  for  the  prolonged  outcry, 
so  after  his  first  bull-roar  Captain  Crang.  of  the 
Vesuvius  bomb,  clung  to  the  rail  of  the  poop-ladder 
and  wrestled  for  speech,  while  a  little  forward  of  the 
waist  his  crew  huddled  before  the  storm,  yet  (al- 
though the  Major  failed  to  perceive  this)  not  without 
exchanging  winks. 

"  Wha — what  i*    In  the  name  of  ten  thousand 

devils,  what  the is  that  ?  "  yelled  the  Captain, 

•  and  choked  again. 

"  In  a  gale — off  Pemambuco,"  murmured  Mr 
Jope.  "  Steady,  Bit ;  steady  does  it,  mind  ! ' 
Advancing  to  the  foot  of  the  ladder,  he  touched  his 
forelock  and  stood  at  attention.  "  Pressed  men, 
sir.  Found  in  the  theayter  and  brought  aboard,  as 
per  special  order." 

The  Captain's  throat  could  be  seen  working  within 
his  disordered  cravat.  "  Them !  But — Oh,  help 
me — ^look  at  'em,  Bos'n  1  " 

"  Sir !  " 

"  Look  at  'em !  " 

"  It's  not  for  me  to  object,  sir. 
they  don't  look  it ;  but  bein' 
speak — " 

"  Where  is  Mr  Wapshott  ?  " 


As  you  was  sayin' 
ear-marked,  so  to 
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demlX'  ^'  "  '  '"''"^*^"'^'"  ^--^-d  M'  Jope 

J'  y?"  ™^  *°  *^"  ™e,  you that  Mr 

Wapshott  aUawed— "  '  ^''^ 

h,,!."V"'J  *''^?'  ^'■°'"  ^  hatchway  immediately  be- 
hmd  Captam  Crang,  there  slowly  emerged-«iere 
upr.»e-a  vision  whereat  our  Major  was  not  the  o^v 

red  hair,  a  lean  lantern-jawed  face,  desoeratelv 
paUid ;   these  were  followed  by  a  long  crX-nSc 

of  ?uch  endleK  declivity  as  surely  was  never  seen  but 

maJr^'uie^V'"''  "  ^'^^  ^'"'^  fr"»  «^""h- 
man  s   bottle,   the   appantiou   evolved  itself  and 

fended,  nor  ceased  growing  untU  it  ovSboS 
va^d^h'"^  *f "'''"'  "^y  "  Sood  three-fourths  oil 
L^  V  i"  '*  P"*  °"*  ^°  ^"^^  ^  «  Peking  support 
and  stood  swaymg,  with  a  vague,  uneasy  smile  '^ 

D  ye  hear  me  ?  "  thundered  the  Captain,  leaning 
forward  over  the  ladder.  leanmg 

"  xu '  *y •*■'■'"  ^«n  Jope  answered  cheerfully 

face-    Lii.     f^'^Pf- y°"'    Likeaclock- 

sto^!    LLa!!.^"^''  cat  in  a  —  thunder- 

tn^^'^;,^  ^PJ^  ^'^S  ^''^  breath  to  reload  so 
to  speak,  a  slight  yawing  of  the  ship  (for  whkh  the 

SSwTftr^'   be   forgiven)   br^ughtTe   t^ 
etSn  K   *\*PP^"tion  athwart  his  shoulder,  and 
fetched  hun  about  with  an  oath. 
Eh  ?    So  there  you  are  '  " 
Mr  Wapshott.  still  with  his  vague  smile,  titubated 
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a  moment,  advanced  with  a  sort  of  circmnspect  danc- 
ing motion  to  the  rail  of  the  poop,  laid  two  shaking 
hands  upon  it,  heaved  a  long  sigh,  and  nodded 
afiably. 

"  TAa's  all  right.    Where  else  ?  " 

"  Look  there,  sir !  "  Captain  Crang  wagged  a 
forefinger  at  the  crowd  in  the  scuppers.  "  I  want 
your  explanation  of  that  I  " 

Mr  Wapshott  brought  his  gaze  to  bear  the  point 
indicated  ;  but  not  until  he  had  scanned  successively 
the  deck  gratings,  the  rise  of  the  forecastle  and  the 
main  shrouds. 

"  Re-markable,"  he  answered  slowly.  "  Mos' 
remarkable.  One  funniest  things  ever  sawimny 
life.    Wha's  yours  ?  " 

"  My  what,  sir  ?  " 

"  Eggs.  Eggs-planation.  Mus'  ask  you,?sir,  be 
so  good  hear  me  out." 

"  Good  Lord  !  "  With  a  sudden  look  of  horror 
Captaiu  Crang  let  go  his  hold  of  the  poop-ladder  and 
staggered  back  against  the  bulwarks.  "  You  don't 
mean — ^you're  iot  telling  me — that  /  brought  that 
menagerie  aboard  last  night !  "  His  gaze  wandered 
helplessly  from  the  first  officer  to  the  crew  forward. 

"  Now  then,  BUI,  steady  does  it,"  whispered  Mr 
Jope,  and  saluted  again.  "  You'll  excuse  me,  sir, 
but  Mr  Wapshott  was  below  last  night  when  we 
brought  you  aboard  from  dinin'  with  his  R'yal 
Highness." 

"  I  remember  nothing,"  groaned  Captain  Crang. 
"  I  never  do  remember  wbtn — and  before  the  Duke 
tool" 
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you  U  let  me  say  so-was  a  bit  like  what  you  mieht 

a^JTr'^'"'*'^^'^*-  He  shook  hrdsvlS^ 
affectionate,  sir  at  parting,  an>  hoped  to  ha^  3 
company  again  before  long  "  >^"  nave  your 

"Ld!l^rli'„^/''*  ^'  '°  •  "  ^'^  Captain  Crang. 
Mr  Jope  looked  down   modestly.    "  Well    sir 

ot,  I  dmino  as  I  can  remember  precisely  Was  it 
somethmg  about  the  theavter  Bill  >  -> IT^  ?  i 
turning  to  Mr  Adams.     ^'        '     ^^  '^^■"^ded. 

'.'  1*  "T*""'"  a"s«'ered  Mr  Adams  sturdily 
And  as  how  you'd  never  shipped  a  crew  o'  nlav 
acto^  afore,  but  you'd  do  your  b^t  ?^'  ^  ^' 

fim.Su    ^i""  ''^'y  '^"''^  °^  t°  that  effect."  con- 

SjafthtSon^'-*^^  '^"'^  -'^  -"^  ^- 

C.Sct?;aL-ashL];?hLrr^:r 
i°er?rrd'theDuKa^!i.?'— ^--at 

fo,t!!rJ*  ^''^  ^*P*^  C'^g'^  t«n»  to  stare  dumb- 
wnsts  thrust    themselves    up    through  the  main 

Mrteri^'^r"^-  '"""^^"^'^  *^^^-"^ 

•-?:'sC/rCa^'^^--^P^of 
•JJig'y-       Vou  U  get  accustomed.    They  began 
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by  being  frogs,"  he  explained,  with  the  initiatory 
air  of  ?n  elder  brother,  and  waved  a  feeble  hand. 
"  Eggs — if  you'll  low  me,  sir,  to  conclude — egg- 
sisting  in  the  'magination  only.  Go  'way — 
shool" 

But  Mr  Sturge  was  not  to  be  disembodied  so  easily. 
On  the  contrary  as  the  vessel  lurched,  he  sat  down 
suddenly  with  a  material  thud  and  clash  of  hand- 
cuffs upon  the  poultry-coop,  nor  was  sooner  haled  to 
his  feet  by  the  strcng  arm  of  Mr  Adams  than  he 
struck  an  attitude  and  opened  on  the  Captain  in  his 
finest  baritone. 

"  '  Look,'  say'st  thOu  ?  Ay,  then,  look !  Nay, 
gloat  if  thou  wUt,  tyrant,  miscreant — shall  I  say  ? 
— in  human  form !  Yielding,  if  I  may  quote  my 
friend  here  " — Mr  Sturge  laid  both  handcuffed  hands 
on  the  shoulder  of  Bill  Adams — "  yielding  to  none,  I 
•say,  in  my  admiration  of  Britain's  Navy,  I  hold  my- 
self free  to  protest  against  the  lawlessness  of  its 
minions.  I  say  deliberately,  sir,  its  minions.  My 
name,  sir,  is  Orlando  B.  Sturge.  If  that  conveys 
aught  to  such  an  intelligence  as  yours,  you  wiU  at  once 
turn  this  vessel  round  and  convey  us  back  to  Ply- 
mouth with  even  more  expedition  than  you  brought 
us  hither." 

Captain  Crang  fell  back  and  caught  at  the  mizzen 
shrouds. 

"  Was  I  so  bad  as  all  that  ?  "  he  stammered,  as 
Ben  J  ope,  believing  him  attacked  by  apoplexy, 
rushed  up  the  poop-ladder  and  bent  over  him. 

"  Lor'  bless  you,  sir,"  said  Mr  Jope,  "  the  best  of 
us  may  be  mistaken  at  times.    But  as  I've  al'ays 
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mi..""'  "^  ™^*^.  gentlemen  will  be  gentle- 
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UP-CHANNEL 
"  A  wet  sheel  and  a  flowing  sea," 
(sings  Allan  Cunningham), 

"  A  wind  that  follows  fast. 

And  fills  the  white  and  rustling  sail 

And  bends  the  gallant  mast ; 
And  bends  thi  gallant  mast,  my  boys. 

When,  like  an  eagle  free, 
Away  the  good  ship  flies,  and  leaves 

Old  England  on  the  lee." 

I  QUOTE  these  famous  lines  for  their  spirit  rather 
than  their  accuracy.  It  is  not  every  ship  that 
can  so  defy  the  laws  of  nature  as  to  run  off  a  lee  shore 
with  a  following  wind;  and  the  Vesuvius  bomb, 
reaching  up  Chaimel  with  a  rare  nor'-nor'-westerly 
breeze,  kept  old  England  well  to  windward  all  the 
time.  But  as  Mr  Sturge  explained  to  the  Major, 
later  in  the  day,  "  Without  being  a  practical  seaman, 
an  artist  can  yet  catch  the  spirit  of  these  things  and 
impart  it  to  bis  fellow-men." 

Mr  Sturge  was  not  criticising  Allan  Cunningham's 
lines,  but  talking,  as  usual,  about  himself.  Many 
circumstances  combined  to  induce  a  cheerful  mood 
in  him.  To  begin  with,  his  manacles  had  been  re- 
moved. Also  he  had  overcome  the  morning's 
196 
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M'boS^V  """■•"T  ^•^P  ^«^  'o^  her  size, 
like  aU  bombships-was  by  no  means  speedy  off  oTe 
wmd,  and  traveUed  indeed  Uke  a  sir.   buf  £ 

S'stouTin'"  *"'  '"^  ™°^-'  -^eitrtlcJ" 
wUy  stout  in  comparison  with  her  masts,  and  this 
gave  her  stebJity.  She  was  steering  a  cou^  t^ 
whjch  kept  her  fairly  dose  in  ^^.J7^^ 

Stnrff^'  '°  ^.^  physical  conditions  went    Mr 
Sturge  was  enjoying  a  pleasure  trip.    His  ^d  ex 
postulations.  moreover  (for  he  did  not  lack  com^e) 

^l.h°'^t''''^  ^P^^'l  Captain  Cra^g^^o 
though  not  easily  cowed  as  a  nJe.  met  to^  If' 
double  disadvantage,  being  at  once  unabk  tTr^ 
the  events  of  overnight,  and  finnly  conv^iced  S 
tte  whole  misadventure  was  a  trick  of  ^  R^^* 
Highness.  In  this  state  of  mind  the  CaptaTshaS 
by  his  debauch,  had  ahnost  coUapseRoTe  1^ 
Sage's  demand  that  the  ship  shoulTbe  put  about 

'^I'^T^'  ^""^''"^^  "•  '"^^  round-Ld  nS 
gated  to  the  nearest  point  of  shore. 

of  the  h^'^'Sf  !^^''  "^^  ^  "comprehensive  wave 
01  uie  nand,  if  along  yon  coast,  in  cove  or  bav  or 
any  natura^  recess-caU  it  how  you  willltoerefu^k 
a  bench  of  magistrates  insensate  enough  L  y"! 
EtTst??"'!*^^  ^'°'^«-  °f  -  Brit4 'sutje^fs 
i^S^^TlV^"^'  '" ' ,  ^  ^^«»g«  y°"  to  steer 
Z,,^V    ^  "C^  say  no  fau-er  than  that.    Select 

wSl^l  "^  companions,  in  spite  of  ap- 

SaTrSuT  r^^;"-    You  are  to  understand 
ttot  by  this  disclamier  I  cast  no  reflection  upon  even 


198        THE  MAYOR  OF  TROY 


(■ 


the  humblest  toiler  of  the  deep.  Nay,  while  myself 
inept  either  to  trim  the  sail  or  net  the  finny  tribes,  I 
respect  those  hardy  callings — no  man  more  so.  Only 
I  claim  that  my  own  profession  exempts  me  from 
this  resper  table  but  uncongenial  service  ;  and  that 
in  short,  sir,  by  forcibly  trepanning  me,  you  have 
rendered  yourself  liable  to  swingeing  damages,  be- 
sides inviting  pubUc  attention  to  the  fact  that  you 
were  senselessly  intoxicated  last  night." 

This  harangue,  admirably  delivered,  took  Captain 
Crcng  between  wind  and  water.  It  was  in  vain 
he  looked  to  his  first  officer  for  help.  Mr  Wapshott, 
still  swaying  by  the  poc^  rail,  hfted  and  wagged  an 
admonitory  forefinger. 

"  No  use  y'rasking  me,"  said  Mr  Wapshott.  "  / 
didn't  dine  with  the  Duke."  He  paused  and  asked 
witli  sudden  inconsequent  heartiness,  "  Well,  and 
how  did  you  get  along,  you  two  ?  " 

"  If  only  I  could  tell !  "  murmured  Captain  Crang, 
passing  a  hand  over  his  brow. 

"  Not  stuck-up,  I  hope  ?  Affable  ?  I'll  bet  any 
man  sixpence  he  was  afiable.  Mind  you,  I  don't 
speak  from  'xperience,"  went  on  Mr  Wapshott, 
more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger.  "  /  don't  dine  out 
with  Admirals  of  the  Fleet.  The  Blood  Royal  don't 
invite  James  Wapshott  to  take  a  cup  of  kindness  yet 
for  auld  lang  syne,  for  auld  lang  syne,  my  dear,  for 
auld  .  .  .  You'll  excuse  me,  sir,  some  httle  emotion ; 
Robert  Bums — Rabbie — affecting  oeggar,  mor' 
specially  in  his  homeUer  passages.  A  ploughman,  sir ; 
and  from  Ayrshire,  damme  ! 

" '  Wee  sleekit  crimson-tippit  beastie — ' " 
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^  "  Are  you  addressing  me.  sit  ?  "  roared  Captain 

"NorrataU.    Field-mouse.    That"— VrWuvshott 
<tew  lumself  up-"  that's  the  'stonishing  thing\Sl,ut 

"  llS"  *°  ^T  ^^^^•,^"•"  ^^  ^^P**^  commanded  ; 
and  you,  Mr  Whafs-your-name.  come  below  and 
explaui  yourself." 

Thus  not  without  dignity,  he  withdrew  from  the 
field.  But  he  was  beaten  ;  and  in  his  cabin  a  few 
mmutes  later  he  capitulated.  Mr  Sturge  ha/:.-Mr 
been  convinced  that  the  ship  could  not  be  turned 
around  and  headed  back  for  Plymouth  without 
j^.»ye  mconvenience,  and  perhaps  detriment  to  Us 
Majesty  s  seivice,  it  was  agreed  that  he  and  his  com- 
pany should  be  packed  ashore  immediately  on  reach- 
mg  Portsmouth.  The  question  of  compensation  was 
waived  by  consent ;  though  Captain  Crang  shrewdly 
expressed  his  hope  that,  whatever  steps  Mr  Sturge 
might  take  after  consulting  a  soUcitor,  his  Royal 
Highness  would  not  be  dragged  into  the  affair 

In  short,  Mr  Sturge  reappeared  on  deck  in  high 
spmts.  He  had  bearded  a  British  officer— and  a 
fonnidable  one— in  his  den  and  had  come  off  victori- 
ous. He  had  secured  his  own  liberty  and  his  com- 
rades ,  and  (as  reflection  told  him)  a  first-class  adver- 
tisement to  boot.  Altogether,  he  had  done  very 
weU  mdeed ;  and  Mr  Jope,  chastened  by  his  ovra 
na^ow  escape  from  a  situation  which  at  one  moment 
had  promised  to  be  serious,  wisely  left  him  all  the 
credit  of  tlis  lucky  turn  of  affairs.  Mr  Tope,  who 
ranked  next  to  the  Captain  and  First  Officer  on  the 
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ship's  executive,  and  actuaUy  ruled  her  during  their 
indisposition,  exacted  no  work  from  his  prisoners ; 
but  was  content  to  admire  them  from  a  distance— as, 
indeed,  did  the  rest  of  the  crew— retiring  from  tmie 
to  time  behind  convenient  shelters  to  hide  then: 
indecorous  mirth.  During  the  afternoon  it  may  be 
said  that  Mr  Sturge's  troupe  had  the  deck  aft  of  the 
forecastle  to  themselves.  Being  unacquainted  with 
naval  usage,  they  roamed  the  poop  indifferently 
with  the  main  deck,  no  man  forbidding  them,  while 
Captain  Crang  and  Mr  Wapshott  slumbered  below  ; 
the  one  of  set  purpose,  in  the  hope  of  recapturmg 
through  the  gates  of  hom,  if  not  the  complete  data 
of  last  night's  imbrogUo,  at  least  sufficient  for  a 
plausible  defence  ;  the  other  under  the  influence  of 
sedatives  administered  by  the  Doctor.  _ 

"  I  should  soon  get  used  to  this  life,  d'ye  know  ? 
announced  Mr  Sturge,  approaching  the  Major  with  a 
jaunty,  almost  extra-nautical  step,  and  clappmg  him, 
seaman  fashion,  on  the  shoulder. 

It  was  the  hour  of  sunset.  The  Vesuvius,  hawhag 
along  merrily,  a  bare  three  miles  off  Berry  Head,  had 
opened  the  warm  red-sandstone  cUfis  of  Torbay  ; 
and  the  Major,  leaning  over  the  larboard  bulwark, 
gazed  on  the  slowly-moving  shore  in  gloomy  abstrac- 
tion. He  had  been  less  fortunate  than  Mr  Sturge  m 
his  encounter  with  the  Captam,  whom  he  had  inter- 
rupted in  the  act  of  retiring  to  slumber. 

"  One  moment,  sir,"  he  had  begun,  confidentiy 
enough.  "  The  accompUshed  artisU  to  whose  repre- 
sentations you  have  been  good  enough  to  Usten,  has 
told  you— so  far  as  he  is  concerned— the  simple 
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truth.  To  a  certain  extent  I  can  corroborate  him. 
But  I  beg  you  to  understand  that  he  and  I— if  I  may 
employ  a  nautical  phrase  —  are  not  in  the  same 
boat." 

"  Who  the  devil  may  you  be  ?  "  Captain  Crang 
interposed. 

"  That,  sir,"  answered  the  Major  with  dignity,  "  is 
precisely  what  I  propose  to  explain.  By  an  accident 
I  iind  myself  without  a  visiting  card  ;  but  my  name, 
sir,  is  Hymen — Major  Hymen,  sir — of  the  Troy 
Volunteer  Artillery  (better  known  to  you,  perhaps, 
as  the  Gallants),  and  Chief  Magistrate  of  that  ancient 
and  picturesque  little  borough." 

Captain  Crang  stared  at  him  for  a  moment  with 
lowered  brows  and  jaw  working  as  if  it  chewed  the 
cudof  his  wrath. 

"Look  here,"  he  repUed.  "You're  the  funny 
man  of  the  troupe,  I  suppose  ?  Comic  Irishman  and 
that  sort  of  thing,  hey  ?  " 

"  I  assure  you,  sir — " 

"  And  I  assure  you,  sir,  that  if  you  come  the  funny 
dog  over  me,  I'll  have  you  up  to  the  gratings  in  two 
shakes  of  a  duck's  tail,  and  tickle  your  fimny  ribs 
with  three  dozen  of  the  best.  Understand  t  "  The 
Captain  paused,  trembling  with  rage.  "Under- 
stand, hey,  you little  barnstorming  son  of  a 

?     Made  a  mistake,  have  I  ?    Cut  your  capers 

at  my  expense,  would  you,  you  little  baldheaded 

runt !    By if  you  pull  another  face  at  me,  sir, 

you  shall  caper  off  the  yardarm,  sir ;  on  a  string, 
sir  ;  high  as  Haman,  sir  !  I  hope,  sir,"  wound  up 
Captain  Crang,  recovering  his  cahn,  "  that  on  this 
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point,  at  any  rate,  I  have  left  no  room  for  misunder- 
standing." 

It  will  excite  no  wonder  that  Mr  Sturge  found  the 
Major  somewhat  irresponsive  to  his  own  jubilant 
mood. 

"  I  should  soon  get  used  to  this  life,"  he  repeated. 
"  There's  a  spirit  in  it — a  brteziness,  I  may  call  it — 
which  is  positively  infectious.  You  don't  find  it 
so?" 

"  I  do  not,"  the  Major  confessed. 

Mr  Sturge  pointed  his  toe  and  seemed  about  to 
execute  the  first  steps  of  a  hornpipe,  but  checked 
hi'msplf. 

"  Rough  tongue,  the  Captain's  ?  "  he  queried. 

The  Major  swallowed  a  lump  in  his  throat  but  did 
not  answer. 

"  Hasty  temper.  Under  the  circumstances,  we 
may  make  some  little  excuse,  perhaps." 

"I  prefer  not  to  discuss  it.  The  man  has  in- 
sulted me." 

"  His  bark  is  worse  than  his  bite,  I  find,"  said  Mr 
Sturge  complacently.  "  And,  after  all,  the  moment 
you  chose  was  not  precisely  opportime — was  it, 
now  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  used,  sir,  to  have  my  word  doubted  by 
any  man." 

"  Well,  but — appearances  considered — ^you  pitched 
it  pretty  strong,  eh  ?  Local  magnate,  and  that  sort 
of  thing  ...  it  did  seem  like  taking  advantage  of 
his  condition." 
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"  Advantage  ? 
mean,  sir  ?  " 

The  Major  turned  resentfuUy,  and  at  the  same  in 
s^ant  recoUected  that  he  wore  no  wi/  Se  ^l^' 
His  hand  went  up  to  his  scalp  ^'    *^^  ^'"^^^^d. 

me  '^"S?/  difference,"  said  Mr  Sturge.  "  Allow 
?4et  mir  T  "^7  ^"^^  ''^^*  °^  '^  ^'  a  sS 
SfmS-intL^Sr-^^^-    ^-^-tit. 

th^?^  "^SP  •  "  ^^°^^  ^^^  Major  dully  takine 
tj^e  glass.    He  gazed  into  it  and  started  back  Sh  f 

What  an  image  was  there  confronting  him  !    Was 
this  the  figure  the  ladip«  nf  t,™    u  j  V^ 
to  jaw  w  th  commmghng  bloodstains  ?    The  Maior 

S-^tlS- '"'«""  «-"•  *^^^ 

'Mind  you,"  said  Mr  Sturge  reassuringly   "I'm 
."Ta  trifle  stS""  *''  '='^'='-^*--  y°"'U  aUow 

Dockeror"""''  °?"    ^'*^°"*  a  penny  in  your 
pocket,  or  so  much  as  a  scrap  of  pa^r  to  identify 
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you,  you'll  admit  it  was  stifi  ?  Look  her',"  he  went 
on  with  a  change  of  tone,  slipping  his  arm  amicably 
within  the  Major's,  "  I've  an  idea.  Comrades  in 
adversity,  you  know,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  I've 
taken  a  liking  to  ycu,  and  can  do  you  a  good  ttim. 
Drop  that  yam  of  yours — '  yam,'  seafaring  expres- 
sion ;  odd  how  one  catches  the  colour,  so  to  speak. 
Drop  that  yam  ol  yours.  You're  one  of  us,  under- 
stand ?  The  Captain'll  believe  that ;  indeed,  he 
believes  it  already — called  you  a  damned  low-comedy 
man  in  my  hearing.  Vfery  well ;  soon  as  we  anchor 
off  Spithead,  he  outs  with  a  boat  and  lands  us  ashore. 
I  have  his  solemn  promise.  Leave  me  to  squEire  that 
bos'n  fellow — J  ope,  or  whatever  he  calls  himself — 
and  the  job's  as  good  as  done." 

"  And  do  you  seriously  propose,"  intermpted  the 
Major,  folding  his  arms,  "  that  I  should  pass  myself 
ofE  for  a  play-actor  ?    Never,  sir  ;  never  !  " 

"  Why  not  ?  "  asked  Mr  Sturge  easily. 

"  I  forbear,  sir,  to  wound  your  feelings  by  explain- 
ing why  your  suggestion  is  repugnant  to  me.  Let  it 
suffice  that  I  detest  deceit,  subterfuge,  equivocation  ; 
or,  if  that  suffice  not,  let  me  ask  if  you  do  not  propose, 
on  reaching  shore,  to  institute  legal  proceedings 
against  this  petty  tjntint  ?  " 

"  Probably." 

"  Why,  then,  and  how  much  more  reparation  does 
he  not  owe  me,  a  Justice  of  the  Peace  ?  Nay,  sir,  he 
shall  pay  me  damages  for  this  kidnapping ;  but  he 
has  not  stopped  short  there.  He  has  used  language 
to  me  which  can  only  be  wiped  out  in  blood.  My 
first  business  on  stepping  ashore  will  be  to  seek  some- 
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one  through  whom  I  can  convey  my  demand  for 
satisfaction.  With  what  face,  think  you,  coSd  I 
present  th«  cartel  if  my  own  behaviour  had  been 
other  than  correct  ?  "  ^^ 

«w Jm'"!""*  *^"^^  "^  y°"  ""^  *"  fight  him  ?  " 
a^ked  Mr  Sturge,  convmced  by  this  time  that  he  had 
to  deal  with  a  lunatic. 

■  "^*^f°"  '"^•"  The  Major  bowed  with  grave 
•rony.  This  conversation,  sir.  was  of  your  seeking 
i  have  paid  you.  it  appears,  too  high  a  compliment 
m  assummg  that  you  would  understand  what  foUows 

when  a  gentleman  is  called  the  son  of  a i  " 

Mr  Sturge  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  walked  for- 
IZVi  Tu  '"  J°P''  ^•^°"'  ^'  *°™d  by  the  fore- 
tSacco        ^^^  eJigi^ed  in  sUcing  a  quid  of  black 

iit«7r?  ^"'^"t'."  ^^  ^^'^'  "b"t  that  rum 
;21;eTonr?"'=^^  '""""  Hymen-whe.  did  he 

Jiu^""^'  u.'  ?^"  J°P®  ^P'^^g  *°  his  feet,  but 
catchmg  sight  of  the  Major,  who  had  resumed  his 
pensive  attitude  by  the  bulwarks,  sat  down  agate 
heavily  "Lord,  but  you  frightened  me!  ^at 
Hymen  don  t  escape  ;  not  if  I  know  it.  He's  the 
«^H  u  t""^  T'  °'"  becoming  so.  Now  I  teU  you," 
said  Mr  Jope,  begmaing  h  slice  again  at  his  tobacco, 
then  pausing  to  look  up  with  engaging  frankness 
you  took  my  fancy  terrible  for  a  few  minutes; 
but,  come   to   see   you   by  daylight,  you're  too 

b„f  of  ^.v^^™^''*  ^""^^  P'^^^  *°'-  ^  explanation  ; 
f>«t  at  this  juncture  the  first  heutenant  of  H.M.S. 
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Poseidon  came  forward,  still  with  his  painted  scowl, 
and  demanded  to  know,  since  the  Vesuvius  could  not 
re^.ch  Portsmouth  for  many  hours,  vhen  supper 
would  be  served,  and  what  bedroom  accommodation 
she  provided. 


CHAPTER  XVI 
Farewell  to  albion  ! 

vJ    holding  from  the  N.N.W.,  though  graduaUv 

head  and  Captain  Crang  at  once  ordered  a  boat's 
crew  to  convey  the  captives  ashore. 

Th™lh*™i^'  "^'^''^  *"'^'"  *°  *^«">  fro™  the  deck. 
r^SS  Tn.^""  approached  by  Mr  Sturge.  he  had 
repeUed  aU  persuasions.  In  his  breast  there  weUed 
up  an  increasing  bittemess  against  his  fate  bTt  o1 
the  pomt  <rf  dignity  he  coiUd  not  be  shaken     He 

Wo^d :  °bu?^'"*  ^'  '".r "-'  '^^^  CaptatcranS 
b^d  but  ha  was  obdurate,  though  it  cost  hL 
hberty  for  a  while  and  compeUed  hi^  to  dl^sW 
haxjhip.  to  stand  on  the  strictest  tenns  of  qS^^ 

"^J^  ^'"^fH'y  ^"'^  ^^«°  a  t°"<=h  of  respect, 
lookh  h,?"'  7"'  '^'^  **^  J°P^-  "You  don't 
pufj^n  '•  "'""  '^°"'  "'"■  ^^  ^'"  ^«  y°-  don't  get 

w^toior'^'*"''^^''*"^**"'''  ^  "^«  Major  leamt 
Sa  ^„7,t"'"^'^'"°"  ^**'=''*"«  *he  Gallo-Bata^ 

SS-  L"?H^'*'  °'  ^°'^'^«'  Ambleteuse  3 

^ais  ,  and  the  occasion  of  her  dropping  anchor  off 
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Portsmouth  on  the  way  was  a  special  and  somewhat 
singular  one ;  yet  no  more  singular  than  the  crisis 
with  wh'.ch  Great  Britain  had  then  to  cope. 

Behind  the  sandhills  from  Ostend  around  to 
Etaples  lay  a  French  army  of  130,000  men,  ready  to 
invade  us  if  for  a  few  hours  it  could  catch  our  fleets 
napping.  To  transport  them  Napoleon  had  col- 
lected in  the  ports  of  Ostend,  Dunkirk,  Calais,  Amble- 
teuse,  Vimereux,  Boulogne  and  Etaples,  954  trans- 
ports and  1339  armed  vessels — gun-brigs,  schooners, 
luggers,  schuyts  and  prames ;  and  all  these  light 
vessels  lay  snug  in  their  harbours,  protected  by 
shoals  and  sandbanks  which  our  heavier  ships  of  war, 
by  reason  of  their  draught,  could  not  approa.  .1. 

In  particular,  a  double  tier  of  vessels—one  hundred 
and  fifty  in  all — ^which  were  moored  outside  the  pier 
of  Boulogne,  and  protected  by  heavy  shore  bat- 
teries, excited  while  it  baulked  the  rage  of  our  gallant 
seamen  manoeuvring  in  the  deep  waters  of  the 
Channel. 

Strange  diseases  suggest  strange  remedies.  Our 
Admiralty,  in  the  spring  of  the  year,  had  been  ap- 
proached by  an  ingenious  gentleman  with  the  model 
of  an  invention  by  which  he  professed  himself  able 
to  reach  these  hundred  and  fifty  ships  in  Boulogne 
and  blow  them  in  air  without  loss  or  even  danger  to 
our  fleet.  This  machine  consisted  of  a  box,  about 
twenty  feet  long  by  three  feet  wide,  lined  with  lead, 
caulked,  tarred,  ballasted  and  laden  ahnost  to  the 
water's  edge  with  barrels  of  powder  and  other  com- 
bustibles. In  the  midst  of  the  inflammable  matter 
was  placed  a  clockwork  mechanism  which,  on  the 
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withdrawal  of  a  peg,  would  in  a  fixed  timv.  (within 
ttHi'"""***  "^  *^*'"^''««t*)  'gnite  and  explode 

A  dozen  of  these  engines,  claimed  the  inventor,  if 
towed  witinn  range  and  released,  to  be  swept  do^n 
upon  Boulogne  pier  by  the  tide,  would  withte  a  fe^ 
minutes  shatter  and  dispel  the  nightmare  of  invasion. 
M  ^-  t^'I  ^y  sanctioned  the  experiment,  news 
^th  H.1i  ^"^r"^l"«'l  ^-'ne  interest  not  unmix^ 
with  dension  throughout  the  British  Fleet ;  and  the 
busrn^s  which  called  the  Vesuvius  to  Portsmouth 
was  to  take  on  board  the  first  of  these  catamarans 
as  our  sailo,^  called  them)  and  convey  it  across  to 
the  squadron  watching  Boulogne 

On  the  morning  after  the  VesHvius's  arrival,  two 

.n°S  .  -*'  I'T'"'^  ^*^  ^^  '>«"  °f  the  ma;:hine 
r^ffi?"  r?f''^'^  °°*^"S  so  much  as  a  mahogany 
coflji-and  attached  her  to  the  Vesuvius's  stem  by  a 
kind  of  shorehne.  This  done,  the  officer  in  charee 
presented  hunself  on  board  with  the  clockwork  2r 
h^^,  and  m  his  hand  a  letter  for  Captain  Crang. 

El  h   '"  ^r  '^'  ^''"""'"^'^  ^'^^  had  adorned 
S  W  ""P"* ■^Z'''"^'  '^^  ^'°™  t'^'^ks  to  stem 
with  buntmg,  as  if  for  a  Birthday ;   though,  as  Mr 
Jope  observed,  with  aglance  at  the  c^tamarfn 'astern 
me  preparations  pointed  rather  to  a  funeral.    Mr 

S  SiiSnce"°  "^"°"  '^'  "°*  *^^"  '^^  ^'^ 

aD^atn  ""  °J^°*=''  ^*P*^  ^'^g  ^"'l  Mr  Wapshott 
appeared  on  the  poop  in  full  uniform,  and  a  further 
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order  was  issued  to  load   the  gurs  blank  for  a 

salute. 

Hitherto  the  Major  had  been  but  an  idler  about 
deck  ;  but  finding  the  crew  of  a  gun  short-handed,  he 
volunteered  his  services,  and  was  immersed  in  the 
business  of  loading  when  a  hand  clapped  him  on  the 
shoulder.     Turning,  he  confronted  the  boatswain. 

"  And  you  go  for  to  pretend  for  to  tell  me,"  said 
Mr  Jope  reproachfully,  "  that  you're  a  amachoor  !  " 

The  Major  was  about  to  explain  that  as  an  officer 
of  artillery  he  understood  the  working  of  a  gun,  when 
a  loud  banging  from  the  town  drew  all  eyes  shore- 
ward ;  and  presently  Captain  Crang,  who  had  been 
gazing  in  that  direction  through  his  glass,  called  to 
Mr  Wapshott,  who  in  turn  shouted  an  order  to  man 

the  yards. 

As  this  was  an  order  which  the  Major  neither 
understood  nor,  had  he  understood  it,  couid  comply 
with,  he  remained  on  deck  while  the  saUois  swarmed 
aloft  and  disposed  themselves  in  attitudes  the  mere 
sight  of  which  turned  him  giddy,  so  wantonly  pre- 
carious they  seemed. 

The  strains  of  the  National  Anthem  from  a  distant 
key-bugle  drew  his  eyes  shoreward  again,  and  be- 
tween the  moored  ships  he  descried  a  white-painted 
gig  aporoaching,  manned  by  twenty  oars  and  carry- 
ing an  enormous  flag  on  a  staff  astern— the  Royal 
Standard  of  England. 

Not  until  the  gig,  fetching  a  long  sweep,  had  made 
a  half-circuit  of  the  Vesuvius  and  fallen  alongside  her 
accommodation-ladder  did  the  Major  comprehend. 
Captain  Crang,  with  Mr  Wapshott  behind  him,  had 
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stepped  down  the  ladder  and  stood  :,t  tv,^  t    .    .. 

«v««nUy  lifting  his  cocked  hlr^  "'  *'  ^°°'  "^  " 

That  rotund,  star-bedecked  finu-e  in  fl,»    ♦ 

poSLSt^ij^tit'l'^f  '^  '^°-  to 

evaporated.  T^S  fSl T  'i'^T"'  *°  '^^^^ 
log,  Md  the  Port  aL^  alongside  the  coffin  like 
wo  koutof  CaoSi^Sn  .'  ^*^!fS  taken  the  clock- 

an  explalatiS'of1?s  wS.  :S  "^t  'f'"''''^  ^*« 
fled  hurriedly  that  h^  T^h      ^      ^"  ^^^  ^™«  «igni- 

Captain  0^^^^^^^-  ^^^^t'  ^' 
onjo^the  ladder  again,  tunfed,  rd  ""^^^ 

fo^dXtir  '""^  *^^J-'  --*  -"-ve  the  bulwarks. 

"Your  Royal  Highness  !  "  he  cried      "  v       u  . 

pardon  n,e,  your  T  oyal  Highntrjf  I  I;'^^l 


il 
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the  favour— explanation— a  prisoner,  unjustly  de- 
tained—" 

The  Prince  Regent  lifted  his  eyes  lazily  as  the  bow- 
man thrust  off. 

"  What  a  dam  funny-looking  little  man  !  "  said 
he,  nudging  the  Port  Admiral,  who  had  risen  and  was 
calling  out  the  order  to  give  way  for  shore. 

"  But,  your  Royal  Highness !— " 

The  Major  raised  himself  on  tiptoe  with  arms  out- 
stretched after  the  receding  boat.  On  the  instant 
the  ship  shook  under  him  as  with  an  earthquake,  and 
drowned  his  voice  in  the  thunders  of  a  royal  salute. 

"The  Emperor  Jovinian,  Mr  Jope — " 

"  Who  was  'e  ?  "  Mr  Jope  interrupted. 

Two  days  had  passed,  and  the  better  part  of  a 
third.  They  seemed  as  many  years  to  our  hero  as, 
seated  on  the  carriage  of  one  of  the  Vesuvius's  star- 
board guns  in  company  with  the  boatswain  and  Bill 
Adams,  he  watched  through  its  open  port  the  many 
twinkling  smiles  of  the  sea,  and,  scarce  two  leagues 
away,  the  coast  of  France  golden  against  the  sunset. 

"  I  am  not  precisely  aware  when  he  flourished," 
said  the  Major,  "  but  will  make  a  point  of  inquiring 
when  I  return  home.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  heard 
the  story  in  church,  in  a  sermon  of  our  worthy  Vicar's, 
little  dreaming  under  what  circumstances  I  should 
recall  it  as  applicable  to  my  own  lot." 

"  If  it's  out  of  a  sermon,"  said  Mr  Jope,  "  you  may 
fire  ahead.  But  if,  as  you  say,  the  man  was  taken 
for  someone  else,  I  thought  it  would  be  clearer  to 
St.  rt  by  knowing  who  he  was." 
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"It  happened  in  this  way.    TheEmn«r«,T     •  • 
one  sulto.  afternoon  was  ^hunS^f »  ^^"^  J"^"""" 
What— foxes  ?  " 

telL^'g'out?; '  r„ir  ""^  ^^^-    "  When  he', 
■^8  you  It  Happened  m  a  sermon !  " 

.   Mr  Jope  smote  his  leg.   "Nowlcall  th!'*  ,  *k     ^ 
ing  Rood  vam  i    «:>,«,*    ^ow  i  caU  that  a  thunder- 
K  Kooa  yam  !    Short,  sharp,  and  to  the  point  " 
^,  But  you  haven't  heard  the  end."         ^ 
..  5"^  •     "  *''«''e  more  of  it  >  " 

wasftc^^eree?:aS:^dkr°l^^  ^-^-^  *''«"• 
castle."  ^  ^""^  ashamed  to  the  nearest 

"^at  was  he  ashamed  of  ?  " 
„  ^y>  of  being  naked." 

the  Prol?  J^S.^'  ^CJ- -i- -^ised 

p^de^s  r^-  ^"whipSff^r^r^: 

Emperor  tl^eB^'lT^  ^'^P^"^-^  -^-used  the 
tensions,  sSinfthat  he  ^"  ^"^'K  °^  ^"^^  P'«- 
awe,  had.  S  the  W  ^f  7^°™,  '''"  ^°'"  *t°«d  in 
respect  of  Tsktt  "  *  ^''"  ''°*^^^'  ^"^^^^  the 

'•wffi^oftSteV^''^^^"^^--''- 

Adais'Tr^""^^'^^,*!^- that,  even,"  said  BiU 

uimng  lus  quid  meditatively.     "  It  hap- 
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pened  to  a  Bristol  man,  once  a  shipmate  of  mine  ;  by 
name  Zekiel  Philips,  and  not  at  all  inclined  to  stout- 
ness when  I  knew  him." 

"  Why  should  he  be  ?  " 

"  You  wait.  His  wife  kept  a  slop-shop  at  Bristol, 
near  the  foot  of  Christmas  Stairs— if  you  know  where 
that  is  ?  " 

pe  Major,  thus  chaUenged,  shook  his  head. 

"  Ah,  weU  ;  you'll  have  heard  of  0-why-hee,  any- 
way—where they  barbecued  Captain  Cook  ?  And 
likewise  of  Captain  Bligh  of  the  fio«n<y— Breadfruit 
Bhgh,  as  they  call  him  to  this  day  ?  WeU,  BUgh,  as 
you  know,  took  the  Bounty  out  to  the  Islands  under 
Government  orders  to  coUect  breadfruit,  the  notion 
being  that  it  could  be  planted  in  the  West  Indies  and 
grown  at  a  profit.  When  he  came  to  grief  and 
Government  looked  like  dropping  the  job,  a  party  of 
Bristol  merchants  took  the  matter  up,  having  in- 
terests of  their  own  in  the  West  Indies,  and  fitted  out 
a  vessel— a  brig  she  was,  as  I  remember— called  the 
Perseverance.  Whereby  this  here  friend  o'  mine, 
Zekiel  Philips  by  name,  shipped  aboard  of  her. 
Whereby  they  made  a  good  passage  and  anchored  off 
one  of  the  islands— Otaheety  or  not,  I  won't  say— 
and  took  aboard  a  cargo,  being,  as  they  supposed, 
ord'nary  breadfruit ;  and  stood  away  east-by-south 
for  the  Horn,  meaning  to  work  up  to  Kingston, 
Jamaica.  But  this  particular  breadfruit  was  of  a 
fattening  natur',  whether  eaten  or,  as  you  may  say, 
ab-sorbed  into  the  system  through  a  part  of  it  getting 
down  to  the  bilge  and  fermenting,  and  the  gas  of  • 
working   up    through    the   vessel.    Whereby,   the 
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breeze  holding  stead    and  no  sail  to  trim  for  some 

sT  *"\^^'  'naybe,  'twas  a  tighfningi'  the 
buttons  Whereby  on  the  fifth  day  LyS^a-f^ 
of  a  cydone  ;  and  the  ciy  being  for  ill  haAds  on  deck 
half  a  dozen  stuck  in  the  hatchway  and  had  to  b^ 
sawed  loose.  .Whereby,  in  the  meantime,  she  c^ed 
away  her  mamm'st,  and  the  wreckage  knoc^l 
Me  m  her  starboard  quarter.  Likeise,  heTstern- 
post  bemg  rotten,  she  lost  a  pintle,  and  the  heto 
began  to  look  fifty  ways  for  S^day     AU  o'  wS 

™n  up  for  the  nearest  island  to  caulk  and  repair. 

fortunate  crew  kept  puttin'  on  flesh-and  the  cause 
of  It  bd  from  them  all  the  time-till  there  ?4Ton 

mih  ^  "''''  °'  ^'"^l-'^loth^  but  had  refused  dut^ 
hereby,  commg  to  the  island  in  question,  they 

^th.^^'''.^"^."^  J^<=''  ^  loin-doths  c^t  out 
o  the  stun-s'le,  and  the  rest  of  'em  as  bare  as  the 

ckedth"^/""''-    Whereby  their  appearances! 

fttwrs:^'''°'"?"''^^««'b^^gS.e"titiou3. 

S  "^       TI'.V"^  '*^"°  *°  ^  '"^-    The  mord 

brouktf    K*^'u  "*■:  ^'^^^'  "  *hat  a  man  may  be 
Drought  low  by  bein'  puffed  out." 

no  i£'  '^'^  **^  J°P^  ^^**''  ^  P*"^«-    "  I  never  had 

a  pocket-handkercher  once  with  a  verse  on  it  • 
a  fal  de  ral  diddle,  ri  fal  de  ral  dee. 
What  ups  and  downs  in  the  world  there  be  I - 

ever  w^^J^'^^r^  ^°"  """''^  '''°*  ^""^  °<^'  how- 
ever well  eddicated,  m  a  truer." 
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The  Major  sighed.    He  was  a  high-spirited  man, 
as  the  reader  knows,  and  I  believe  that,  but  for  one 
cruel  memory,  he  might  have  found  a  real  enjo5mient 
in  the  humour  of  the  situation.    Thanks  to  Mr  Jope 
and  Mr  Adams,  who  had  taken  a  genuine  fancy  to 
him,  he  found  life  on  board  the  Vesuvius  cheerful  if 
not  comfortable.    The  fare  was  Spartan,  indeed,  but, 
for  a  short  holiday,  tolerable.    The  prospect  of  see- 
ing some  real  fighting  excited  him  pleasurably,  for  he 
was  no  coward.    Here,  before  his  eyes,  lay  the  coast 
of  France  ;  the  actual  forts  and  guns  with  which  his 
"  imagination  had  so  often  played.    What  a  tale  he 
would  have  to  tell  on  his  return  !    And,  by  the  way, 
how  his  poor  Trojans  must  be  suffering  in  his  absence, 
without  news  of  him !   He  pictured  that  return.  .  .  . 
Yes,  indeed,  it  was  at  the  expense  of  Troy  that 
Fortune  had  conceived   this   practical  joke.    He 
could  even  smile,  as  yet,  at  the  thought  of  the 
Baskets'  dismay  as  they  searched  the  house  for  him. 
He  wondered  if  Mr  Basket  had  forwarded  his  letter 
to  Miss  Marty,  at  the  same  time  announcing  his 
disappearance.      Well,    well,    he    would    dry    her 
tears.  .  .  . 

But  upon  this  came  the  recollection  of  those  cruel 
words  : 
"  What  a  dam  funny-looking  litUe  man  I  " 
He  might — he  assuredly  would— keep  them  a 
secret  in  his  own  breast.    But  they  echoed  there. 
His  vanity  was  robust.    Again  and  again  it  as- 
serted its  health  in  his  day-dreams,  expelling,  or  all 
but  expelling,  that  poisonous  memory.    Only  at 
night,  in  his  hammock,  it  awoke  again — sinister, 
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premonitoY.    ^"*  ^  ^^^  *^^  "'^  continued  cheer- 

moTe.  ^      "^^    '    '"^    P^^'^"^^!   i°k«-no 

On  the  eighth  of  June,  at  about'nine  o'clock  in'tiie 
evemng  ,t  occurred  to  Admiral  Lord  KeithS  toe 
«mad  and  weather  afforded  an  excellent  opportunS 
of  testmg  the  Vesuvius's  far-famed  catamar^  agaS 
the  shippmg  moored  off  Boulogne  pier.    HfS 

eyt  ofTet"''".=   '"'  t'  "•"^^'''•^^>  -Sr  th'e 

JZ  ^  .       squadron,  a  boat  from  the  bomb-shin 

Started  to  tow  the  infernal  machine  towaS  tte 

ourM^'-  ^y'^^^«  °*  Bill  Adams,  commanding! 
our  Major  made  one  of  the  crew  of  twelve 

Xn  ess  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  their  approach 
was  s:gndled  by  the  enemy's  vedettes  to  toe  fo,£ 

.Wtot'^.fP'rP"y°P^"^<*fi'«-  MrAdams,hav! 
mg  towed  toe  catamaran  witoin  its  proper  range  with 
h.  o^  hand  pulled  the  plug  releas^g  Se  dKf 
and  gave  the  order  to  cast  off,  leaving  wind  and  tide 

lt°hS'  T  '•   '^'f'''  *^^y  '^""b"^^  ^°"ld  have 
done  had  not  a  gun  from  one  of  toe  French  batteri« 
plumped  a  shot  accurately  into  toe  catS,a^a" 
^ndL^         f\^''^^°^^^  ^*h  ^  temfic  report 

MtT^"  °'  *^'  ?P'°''°"  "'''S^'  the  retreatog 
boat,  hfted  her  seven  feet,  capsized,  and  brought  her 

accurately  down,  bottom  upward^  ^     '^^'^ 

A  score  of  boats  put  out  to  toe  rescue,  picked  ud 

l^n^r^  ,       •  ''"*  ^''andoned  tois  attempt  on  toe 
approach  of  an  overwhehning  force  of  French. 


218        THE  MAYOR  OF  TROY 

These,  coming  up,  seized  on  the  boat  and  gallantly, 
under  a  short-dropping  fire  from  our  squadron,  pro- 
ceeded to  right  their  prize  ;  and,  righting  her,  dis- 
covered Major  Hymen,  cli  ging  to  a  thwart,  trapped 
as  an  earwig  is  trapped  beneath  an  inverted  flower- 
pot. 


CHAPTER  XVII 

MISSING  ! 

l\/r  ISS  MARTY  had  just  finished  watering  her 
u  .  .f^f*  ^^  ^""^  mignonette  ;  had  inspected 
each  of  the  four  standard  roses  beside  the  front  gate 
m  search  of  green-fly  ;  had  caught  a  snail  sallying 
forth  to  dme  late  upon  her  larkspurs,  and  caUed  to 
Cai  Tamblyn  to  destroy  it ;  had,  in  short,  performed 
all  her  ntual  for  the  cool  of  the  day ;  and  was  re- 
moving her  gardening  gloves  when  a  vehement 
knockmg  agitated  the  front  door,  and  Scipio  hurried 
to  amiounce  that  a  caUer-a  Mr  Basket-desired  to 
see  her  on  important  business. 

"Mr  Basket  ?  ••  she  echoed  apprehensively,  and 
made  at  once  for  the  parlour,  where  she  found  her 
v'sitor  mopping  his  brow.  Despite  the  heat,  he  was 
pale.    In  his  left  hand  he  held  a  letter 

You  wiU  pardon  me.  "he  began  in  ..dutter.   "Am 
1  addressing  Miss  Martha  Hymen  ?  " 

al,  J°Vu^  '^"  ***"'  ^^"^y  ""^P^  her  hands  in 
irened!^  ''''"^°"-     "°'^'  *^  "^  ^"^^  »>« 

J'^^^^^y  ^""^  Plymouth  on  purpose,"  an- 
swered Mr  Basket.  "Most  mysterio^ ^u;rence 
•  k  .  ate  a  good  dinner  and  retired  to  his  room  ap- 
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parently  in  the  best  of  health  and  spirits     On  our 
return  from  the  theatre  he  was  gone." 
"  Gone  ?  " 

"  Disappeared,  vanished !  We  searched  the 
house.  His  watch  and  pocket-book  lay  on  the  bed, 
together  with  a  certain  amount  of  loose  change.  His 
wig,  too  .  .  .  you  were  aware  ?  " 

"  I  have  gone  so  far  as  to  suspect  it.  But  what 
dreadi'ul  news  is  this  ?  Disappeared  ?  Leaving  no 
clue  ?  "  ^ 

"  We  are  in  hopes,  my  wife  and  I,  that  this  may 
afford  a  clue.  A  letter,  and  addressed  to  you  ;  it  lay 
upon  his  writing-table.  We  did  not  feel  ourselves  at 
hberty  to  break  the  seal.  I  trust— I  sincerelj  trust 
— it  may  put  a  period  to  our  suspense." 

Miss  Marty  took  the  letter,  glanced  at  the  address 
and  tore  the  paper  open  with  trembling  hands.  She 
perused  the  first  few  sentences  with  a  puckered, 
puzzled  brow  ;  then  of  a  sudden  her  eyes  grew  wide 
and  round.  Despite  herself  she  uttered  a  Mttle  gasp- 
ing cry. 

"  It  contains  a  clue  at  least  ?  "  asked  Mr  Basket, 
who  had  been  watching  her  face  anxiously.  "  Dear 
lady,  what  does  he  say  ?  " 

"  Nun— nothing,"  Miss  Marty  caught  at  the  back 
of  a  Chippendale  chair  for  support. 

"  Nothing  ?  "  echoed  Mr  Basket  blankly. 

"  Nothing— That  is  to  say  I  can't  tell  you.  Oh, 
this  is  horrible  !  " 

"  But  pardon  me,"  Mr  Basket  insisted.  "  After 
travelling  all  the  way  from  Plymouth !  " 

"  I  can't  possibly  tell  you,"  she  repeated. 
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"  But,  madam,  consider  my  responsibility !  I 
must  really  ask  you  to  consider  my  responsibility." 

"  If  I  could  only  .ealise  it !  Oh,  give  me  time,  sir ! " 
Certainly,  certainly ;  by  all  means  take  your 
tmie.  Nevertheless,  when  you  consider  my  distress 
of  mind,  I  appeal  to  you,  madam,  to  be  merciful  and 
relieve  it.  After  travelling  aU  this  distance  in  the 
dark — " 

"  In  the  dark  ?  "  queried  Miss  Marty,  with  a 
glance  at  the  window. 

"  Tormented  by  a  thousand  speculations.  In  my 
house,  too!  In  good  health,  and  apparently  the 
best  of  spirits ;  and  then  without  a  word,  like  the 
snuft  of  a  candle  !  " 

"  His  brain  must  be  afiected,"  Miss  Marty  mur- 
mured, gazing  at  the  letter  again.  The  handwriting 
swam  before  her.  "  Excuse  me,  sir,  I  will  not  de- 
tain you  a  minute." 

She  ran  from  the  room  and  upstairs  to  her  room, 
her  knees  shaking  beneath  her.  Heaven  grant  that 
the  Doctor  was  at  home  !  She  agitated  her  window- 
bUnd  violently  and  drew  it  down  to  the  third  pane. 
You  are  wanted— urgent,"  was  the  message  it 
conveyed. 

Yes,  he  was  at  home.  "  I  come,  instantly,"  an- 
swered her  lover's  window;  and  in  less  than  a 
mmute,  to  her  infinite  reUef,  the  Doctor  emerged 
from  his  front  doorway  and  came  bustling  up  the 
street  abnost  at  a  trot. 

She  ran  down  and  admitted  him.  In  her  face  he 
read  mstantly  that  something  serious  had  happened  ; 
something  serious  if  not  catastrophical :    but  with 
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finger  on  lip  she  enjoined  silence  and  led  the  way  to 
the  parlour. 

"  This  gentleman  has  just  arrived  from  Plymouth, 
with  serious  news  of  the  Major." 
"  Serious  ?    He  is  not  ill,  I  trust  ?  " 
"  Worse,"  said  Mr  Basket. 
"  But  first,"  interposed  Miss  Marty,  "  you  must 
read  this  letter.    Yes,  yes !  "—blushing  hotly,  she 
thrust  it  into  the  Doctor's  unresisting  hands—"  you 
have  the  right.    Forgive  me  if  I  seem  indecorous  : 
but  in  such  a  situation  you  only  can  help  me." 

"Eh?  Oh,  certaiply- h'm,  h'm  !— "  The  Doctor 
adjusted  his  glasses  and  began  to  read  in  a  lowmumbl- 
ing  voice.  By-and-by  he  paused,  then  slowly  looked 
up  with  pained,  incredulous  eyes. 

"  This  is  some  horrible  dream  !  "  he  groaned  and, 
feeling  his  way  to  the  Major's  arm-chair,  sank  into  it 
heavily. 

"  He  swoons  !  "  exclaimed  Miss  Marty.  "  One 
moment— a  glassful  of  the  Fra  Angehco !  " 

She  ran  to  the  cupboard,  found  decanter  and 
glasses,  poured  out  a  dose  and  came  hurrying  back 
with  it.    He  declined  it,  waving  her  off  with  a  feeble 
motion  of  the  hand. 
She  appealed  to  Mr  Basket.    "  Will  you,  sir  ?  " 
Mr  Basket   confessed   afterwards   that   for   the 
moment,  excusably  perhaps,  he  lost  his  presence  of 
mind.    She  had  motioned  to  him  to  administer  the 
dose.    He  misunderstood.    Taking  the  glass  dis- 
tractedly, he  drained  it  to  the  dregs,  clapped  a  hand 
to  his  windpipe,  and  collapsed,  sputtering,  in  a  chair 
facing  the  Doctor. 
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wailed  Miss  Marty. 


"  Oh,  what  have  I  done  ?  ' 

"  He  deserved  it !  " 

The  Doctor  puUed  himself  together,  stood  erect 
and,  lurching  forward,  gripped  Mr  Basket  by  the 
shoulder. 

''  Sir,  this  lady  is  my  affianced  wife !  " 

"  Would  you— mind— tapping  me  in  the  back  '  " 
pleaded  Mr  Basket,  between  the  catches  of  his  breath 
Not  at  aU,  sir."  The  Doctor  complied.  "As  I 
was  saying,  this  lady  is  my  affianced  wife.  Though 
Major  Hymen  were  ten  thousand  times  my  friend- 
by  placmg  both  hands  on  your  stomach  and  bending 
forward  a  Uttle  you  will  find  yourself  reUeved— 
though  Major  Hymen  were  ten  thousand  times  my 
fnend,  it  should  be  over  my  prostrate  body,  sir  ;  and 
so  you  may  go  back  and  teU  him  !  " 

"But  I  can't  find  him !  "    ahnost  screamed  Mr 
Basket. 

''  He  has  disappeared  !  "   quavered  Miss  Marty 
It  s  the  best  thing  h-  could  do  !  "    Dr  Hansom- 
body  folded  his  arms  and  looked  at  Mr  Basket  with  - 
iierce  decision.    "  Disappearea  .'    Where  ?  " 

They  answered  him  in  agitated  duetto.  "  Where 
indeed  ?  "  The  Major  had  vanished,  dissolved  out 
of  mortal  ken.  melted  (one  might  say)  into  thin  air. 
If  one  may  quote  the  Bard.  sir.  in  this  connection  " 
-Mr  Basket  wound  up  his  recital—"  like  an  insub- 
stantial pageant  faded  he  has  left  not  a  rack  behind  • 
that  IS  to  say,  unless  the  letter  in  your  hands  may  be 
considered  as  answering  that  description." 

,,   y^^^f.'tf'^y  ""^  explanation,"  the  Doctor  de- 
ciarea.       The  man  must  be  mad." 
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Mr  Basket  considered  this  for  a  moment  and  shook 
his  head.  "  We  left  him,  sir,  in  the  completest  pos- 
sesion of  his  faculties.  In  all  my  long  acquaintance 
with  him  I  never  detected  the  smallest  symptom  of 
mental  aberration  ;  and  last  night— good  God  !  to 
think  that  this  happened  no  longer  ago  than  last 
night !  "—Mr  Basket  passed  a  hand  over  his  brow— 
"  Last  night,  sir,  I  recognised  with  delight  the  same 
shrewd  judgment,  the  same  masculine  intellect,  the 
same  large  outlook  on  men  and  affairs,  the  same  self- 
confidence  and  self-respect— in  short,  sir,  all  the 
qualities  for  which  I  ever  admired  my  old  friend." 

"  Nevertheless,"  the  Doctor  insisted,  "  he  must 
have  been  mad  when  he  penned  this  letter." 

"  Of  the  contents  of  which,  let  me  remind  you,  I 
am  Svill  ijiiorant." 

The  Doctor  glanced  at  Miss  Marty,  then  handed 
the  letter  to  Mr  Basket  with  a  bow.  "  You  have  a 
right  to  peruse  it,  sir.  You  will  see,  however,  that 
its  contents  are  of  a  strictly  private  nature,  and  will 
respect  this  lady's  confidence." 

"  Certainly,  certainly."  Mr  Basket  drew  out  his 
spectacles,  and,  receiving  Miss  Marty's  permission, 
seated  himself  at  the  table,  spread  out  the  letter  and 
slowly  read  it  through.  "Most  extraordinary! 
Most  extraordinary !  B-it  you'll  excuse  my  saying 
that  while,  unfortunately,  it  affords  no  clue,  this 
seems  to  me  as  far  as  possible  removed  from  the  com- 
position of  a  madman."  He  gazed  almost  gallantly 
over  his  spectacles  at  Miss  Marty,  who  coloured.  "  In 
any  case,"  he  went  on,  folding  up  the  letter  ajd  re- 
turning it,  "  the  man  must  be  found.    I  understand. 
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madam,  that  you  are  a  relative  of  his  ?    Has  he  anv 
others  with  whom  we  can  communicate  ?  "  ^ 

30  far  as  I  know,  sir,  none  " 

tJie  ferry.    With  aU  respect,  dear  madam,  I  suggest 
.t ;  I  am  sony  mdeed  to  put  you  to  inconvenienc^S 
You  propose  that  Miss  Marty,  here,  should  ac- 
company you  back  to  Plymouth  ?" 

gether  ""tiTXr^^'^  °"  investS^ns^'t^ 
courL  ■  W.^^  S'  ^''P  °^  '^^  constabulary,  of 
sta^arv^    ^°'^^  communicate   with   the  con- 

awkS'one.""  ""'*""  "^^  ^^^"^^^^  P--  - 
yoiirloise."  '    ""'  """"  ''^^^  disappeared  from 

ne^'eS-i *'  l"'  "^^"^  ^'■°'"  *^*'  ^  ^««  °o  immediate 
necessity  for  makmg  the  matter  pubhc :    but  am 

wilhng  to  defer  to  your  judgment." 
h,v»        "*  I  question  we  had  better  leave  until  we 
SubLTSe*'  ''ir''  "^""^^^"^  ^*  PlymouX    To 
LSiS'r"^  ^''^!:?'^  "''^  ^  Troy  would  cause 

weShpfcr''"^^^''"«°'^«-    Bythetime 
we  reach  Plymouth  our  friend  may  have  reaoDeared 
or  at  least  disclosed  his  whereabouts  •'      ''*PP*"^**' 

Ea^e°h!^.     the  missing  one  awaited  them. 
««  Baske. ,  her  face  white  as  a  sheet,  her  ample  body 
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swathed  in  a  red  flannel  dressing-gown,  herself  op.ined 
the  door  to  the  travellers  as  soon  as  the  chaise  drew 
up.  For  hours  she  had  been  expecting  it,  listening 
for  the  sound  of  wheels.  Almost  before  the  intro- 
ductions were  over  she  announced  with  tears  that 
she  had  nothing  to  tell. 

For  a  while  she  turned  her  thoughts  perforce  from 
the  disaster  to  the  business  of  making  ready  the  bed- 
rooms for  her  guests  and  preparing  a  light  supper. 
But  the  meal  had  not  been  in  progress  five  minutes, 
before,  in  the  act  of  loading  Miss  Marty's  plate,  she 
sat  back  with  a  gasp. 

"  Oh,  and  I  was  forgetting  !  Misfortunes,  they 
say,  never  come  singly,  and — would  you  believe  it, 
my  dear  ? — as  I  was  walking  in  the  garden  this 
afternoon,  thinking  to  calm  my  poor  brain,  I  hap- 
pened to  look  at  the  fish-pond  and  what  do  I  see 
there  but  two  of  the  gold-fish  floating  with  their 
chests  uppermost !  " 

"  Chests,  madam  ?  "  queried  Dr  Hansombody. 
But  sharp  as  his  query  was  came  a  cry  from  Mr 
Basket.    "  The  fish-pond  ?  "    He  thrust  back  his 
chair,  a  terrible  surmise  dawning  in  his  eyes.    "  And 
the  fish,  you  say,  floating — " 

"  Chest  uppermost,"  repeated  Mrs  Basket,  "  and 
dead  as  dead." 

"She  means,  on  their  backs,"  her  husband  ex- 
plained parenthetically  ;  "a  fashion  de  parlour,  as 
the  French  would  say.  Did  you  examine  the  pond  ? 
Heavens,  Maria  !  did  you  examine  the  pond  ?  " 

"  Elihu,  you  make  my  flesh  creep  !  Why  should 
I  examine  the  pond  ?    You  don't  mean  to  tell  me—" 
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"  My  shrimping-net  I    Don't  sit  shivering  there 
Mana.  but  bring  me  my  shrimping-net!  *^d  a 

S>^  ^l  ^'^^'^  ""S'**  "P  a  Sheffield-plated 
candle^once  from  the  table,  motioned  the  Doctor 
to  fetch  along  its  fellow,  and  led  the  way  out  to  the 
front  garden. 

Tlie  night  outside  was  windless,  but  dark  as  the 
mside  of  a  hat.  "«  «.  «  me 

Their  caadles  drew  a  dewy  glmimer  from  the  con- 
gregated statuary  :  apparitions  so  ghostly  that  the 
Doctor  scarcely  repressed  a  cry  of  terror.  Mr 
Basket  advanced  to  the  pond  and  set  down  his  light 
on  the  brmk.  ^ 

St  ^'^'T^^^:.-  ■  ""^y  ^  ^°°*  "^^P."  he  mur- 
mured.      It  could  not  possibly  cover  him  " 

The  two  goldfish  floated  as  Mrs  Basket  had  de- 

tn^-  T'  ^'  f^^^^'  *^'^«  *«  shrimping-net 
from  his  wife,  who  shrank  back  at  once  into  dartoess 
plunged  It  beneath  the  water,  deep  into  the  mud." 
IJT  Hansombody  held  a  sconce  aloft  to  guide  him 
I  ■•-  ladies  cowered  behind  a  pedestal  supporting 
"  Hercules.  ^ 

-e  nothing  was  heard  in  the  garden  but 
f..<  sp.;,sli  of  water  as  Mr  Basket  plunged  his  net 
again  and  again  and  drew  it  forth  dripping.  Each 
SiTbrin.'  '^7^'  *°  *°"'  ""'  emptied  the'mudS 

c^^dl  ",    "f  *^"*  °''*'  "■  ^*  ^-^t"^  holding  a 
candle  close  to  assist  the  inspection. 

time  ^  TP**'*?.hi?  °«*  f°>^  "naybe  the  twentieth 
It^l!,    '*^^  '"«'"<*  °"  *he  pebbles.    Mr  Bask^ 
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"  Eh  ?  "  said  the  Doctor,  peering  close.  "  What  ? 
A  latchkey  ?  " 

"My  duplicate  latchkey!"  In  spite  of  the 
heat  engendered  by  his  efforts,  Mr  Basket's  teeth 
chattered.  "My  wife  gave  it  to  him  the  last 
thing." 

He  turned  and  drove  his  net  beneath  the  dark 
water  with  redoubled  energy.  The  very  next  haul 
brought  to  shore  an  even  more  convincing  piece  of 
evidence — a  silver  snuff-box. 

It  was  the  Major's.  Mr  Basket  had  seen  his 
friend,  use  it  a  thousand  times ;  and  called  Miss 
Marty  forward  to  identify  it.  Yes,  undeniably  it 
was  the  Major's  snuff-box,  engraved  with  "  S.H.,"  his 
initials,  in  entwined  italics. 

The  two  male  searchers,  regardless  of  their  small- 
clothes, now  plunged  knee-deep  into  the  pond.  For 
an  hour  they  searched  it ;  searched  it  from  end  to 
end  ;  searched  it  twice  over. 
No  further  discovery  rewarded  them. 
Here  was  evidence — tangible  evidence.  Yet  of 
what  ?  The  Major  had  visited  the  pond  during  his 
hosts'  absence  at  the  theatre,  and  had  dropped  these 
two  articles  into  it.  How,  if  accidentally  ?  If  pur- 
posely, why  ?  The  mystery  had  become  a  deeper 
mystery. 

A  Uttle  after  midnight  the  search  was  abandoned. 
Mrs  Basket  administered  hot  brandy-and-water  to 
the  two  gentlemen,  and  the  household  retired  to  rest 
— ^but  not  to  sleep. 

At  breakfast  next  morning,  before  seeking  the 
Chief  Constable,  Mr  Basket  and  the  Doctor  com- 
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pared  notes.    Each  owned  himself  more  puzzled 
than  ever. 

As  it  turned  out,  their  discoveries  led  them  straight 
away  from  the  true  explanation.  The  Chief  Con- 
stable, when  they  interviewed  him,  was  disposed  for 
a  brief  while  to  suspect  the  press-gang.  There  had, 
in  fact,  on  the  night  before  last,  been  a  "  hot  press," 
as  it  was  called.  At  least  a  score  of  bodies  of  the 
Royal  Marines,  in  parties  of  twelve  and  fourteen,  each 
accompanied  by  a  marine  and  a  naval  officer,  had 
boarded  the  colliers  off  the  new  quay,  the  ships  in 
Cattewater  and  the  Pool,  and  had  swept  the  streets 
and  gin-shops.  A'  gang  of  seamen,  too,  had  entered 
the  theatre  and  cleared  the  whole  gallery  except  the 
women ;  had  even  descended  upon  the  stage  and 
carried  off  practically  the  whole  company  of  actors, 
including  the  famous  Mr  Sturge.  (This  Mr  Basket 
could  confirm.)  The  whole  town  was  in  a  ferment. 
He  had  ahready  received  at  least  seventy  visits  from 
inquirers  after  missing  relatives. 

But  the  discoveries  in  the  fish-pond  led  him  clean 
off  the  scent.  No  press-gang  would  enter  a  private 
house  or  a  private  garden  such  as  Mr  Basket's.  Even 
supposing  that  their  friend  had  fallen  a  victim  to  the 
press  while  walking  the  streets,  they  must  admit  it  to 
be  inconceivable  that  he  should  return  and  cast  a 
latchkey  and  a  snuff-box  into  Mr  Basket's  fish-pond. 

"  Cut  bono  ?  "  asked  the  Chief  Constable. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon  ?  "  said  Mr  Basket. 

"  Well,  in  other  words,  what  do  you  suggest  he 
did  it  for  ?  It's  an  expression  we  use  in  these 
cases." 
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The  Doctor  granted  the  force  of  the  Chief  Con- 
stable's reasoning,  but  suggested  that  there  could  be 
no  harm  in  rowing  round  the  Fleet  and  making  in- 
quiries. 

The  Chief  Constable  answered  again  that  the 
squadron — it  was  no  more  than  a  squadron — ^had 
taken  precious  good  care  to  time  the  press  for  the  eve 
of  sailing  ;  had  in  fact  weighed  anchor  in  the  small 
hours  of  the  morning,  and  by  this  time  had  probably 
joined  Admiral  Comwallis's  fleet  ofi  Brest. 

What  weis  to  be  done  ? 

"  Ii^  my  behef,"  said  the  Chief  Constable,  "  it's  a 
case  of  foul  play.  Mind,  I'm  not  accusing  anyone," 
he  went  on ;  "  but  this  person  disappeared  from 
your  house,  Mr  Basket,  and  in  your  place  I'd  put 
m}rself  right  with  the  public  by  getting  out  a  hand- 
bill at  once." 

This  dreadful  possibility  of  coming  under  pubUc 
suspicion  had  never  occiured  to  Mr  Basket.  He 
be^ed  to  be  supplied  at  once  with  pen,  ink  and 
paper. 

"  '  Lost,  stolen  or  strayed ' — ^is  that  how  you 
begin?" 

"  If  you  ask  me,"  said  the  Chief  Constable,  "  I'd 
put  him  down  as  '  Missing.'    It's  more  usual." 

" '  Missing,'  then.    '  On  the  night  of  May  and — ' " 

"  From  your  house." 

"  Must  that  go  in  ?  "  Mr  Basket  pleaded. 

"  If  you  want  to  put  yoiu:self  right  with  the 
pubUc." 

"  Yes,  yes—'  from  The  Retreat,  East  Hoe,  the 
residence  of  £.  Basket,  Esq.,  on  the  night  of  May  2nd, 
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between  the  hours  of  7  and  11  p.m.,  a  Gentleman — '  " 
Mr  Basket  paused. 

"  We  must  describe  him,"  said  the  Doctor. 

"  I  am  coming  to  that.  '  A  Gentleman,  answering 
to  the  name  of  Hymen — '  " 

"  Why  '  answering  '  ?  " 

Mr  Basket  ran  his  pen  through  the  word.  "  The 
fact  is,"  he  explained,  "  I've  only  written  out  a  thing 
of  this  sort  once  before  in  my  life ;  and  that  was 
when  Mrs  Basket  missed  a  black-and-tan  terrier. 
H'm,  let  me  see.  .  .  .  Between  the  hours  of  7  and 
II  p.m.,  Solomon  Hymen,  Esquire,  and  Justice  of  the 
Peace,  Major  of  the  Troy  Volunteer  Artillery.  The 
missing  gentleman  was  of  imposing  exterior — " 

"  Height  five  feet,  three  inches,"  said  the  Doctor. 

"  Eh  ?    Are  you  sure  ?  " 

"  As  medical  of&cer  of  the  Troy  Artillery,  I  keep 
account  of  every  man  in  the  corps ;  height,  chest 
meastu'ement,  waist  measurement,  any  pecuUarity 
of  structure,  any  mole,  cicatrix,  birth-mark  and  so  on. 
I  began  to  take  these  notes  at  the  Major's  own  in- 
stance, for  purposes  of  identification  on  the  field  of 
battle.  Little  did  I  dream,  as  I  passed  the  tape 
around  my  admired  friend,  that  his  proportions 
would  ever  be  the  subject  of  this  melancholy 
curiosity !  " 

"  It  reminds  me,"  said  Mr  Basket,  "  of  a  group  in 
my  garden  entitled  Finding  the  body  of  Harold.  Five 
feet  three,  you  say  ?  I  had  better  scratch  out '  im- 
posing exterior  ' ;  or,  stay ! — ^we'll  alter  it  to  '  car- 
riage.'" 

"  Chest,    thirty-six    inches ;     waist,    forty-three 
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inches ;  complexion — does  that  come  next  ?  " 
Doctor  Hansombody  appealed  to  the  Chief  Con- 
stable, who  nodded. 

"Complexion,  features,  colour  of  hair,  of  eyes  .  .  . 
any  order  you  please." 

"  We  must  leave  out  all  allusion  to  his  hair,  I 
think,"  said  Mr  Basket ;  "  and,  by  the  way,  I  sup- 
pose the— er— authorities  will  desire  to  take  posses- 
sion of  any  other  little  odds-and-ends  our  friend  left 
behind  him  ?  Complexion,  clear  and  sanguine ; 
strongly-marked  features.  His  eye,  sir,  was  like 
Mars,  to  threaten  and  command ;  but  I  forget  the 
precise  colour  at  this  moment.  We  might,  perhaps, 
content  ourselves  with  '  piercing.'  If  I  allow  myself 
to  be  betrayed  into  a  description  of  his  moral 
qualities — " 

*'  Unnecessary,"  put  in  the  Chief  Constable. 

"  And  yet,  sir,  it  was  by  his  moral  quahties  that 
my  friend  ever  impressed  himself  mof  t  distinctly  on 
all  who  met  him.  Alas  !  that  I  should  be  speaking 
of  him  in  the  past  tense !  He  was  a  man,  sir,  as 
Shakespeare  puts  it : 

"  Take  him  for  all  ;n  all, 
We  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again." 

"A  m(«t  happy  description,  Mr  Basket,"  the 
Doctor  agreed.  "  Would  you  mind  saying  it  over 
again,  that  I  may  commit  it  to  memory  ?  " 

Mr  Basket  obligingly  repeated  it. 

"  Most  happy  I  Shakespeare,  you  say  ?  Thank 
you."  The  Doctor  copied  it  into  his  pocket-book 
among  the  prescriptions. 

"  One  might  add,  perhaps,"  Mr  Basket  submitted 
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respectfully,  "that  a  mere  physical  description 
however  animated,  cannot  do  justice  to  my  friend's 
moral  grandeur,  which,  indeed,  would  require  the 
brush  of  a  Michael  Angelo." 

The  Chief  Constable  inquired  what  reward  they 
proposed  to  offer. 

"  Ah,  yes  ;  to  be  sure  !  "  Taken  somewhat  un- 
expectedly, Mr  Basket  and  the  Doctor  exchanged 
glances.  ° 

"  On  behalf  of  the  relatives,  now—"  began  Mr 
Basket. 

"  So  far  as  I  know.  Miss  Martha  was  the  one  rela- 
tive he  had  m  the  world,"  answered  the  Doctor. 

"  So  much  the  better,  my  friend,  seeing  that  you 
have  (as  I  understand)  her  entire  confidence." 

"I  was  about  to  suggest  that— circumstances 
havmg  forced  you  into  prominence— to  take  the 
lead,  so  to  speak,  in  this  unhappy  affair-" 

"But  why  do  we  talk  of  price  ?  "  interposed  Mr 
Basket  briskly,  "  seeing  that  the  loss,  if  loss  it  be  is 
nothmg  short  of  irreparable.?  To  my  mind  there  is 
something— er—" 

"  Desecrating,"  suggested  the  Doctor. 

"  Quite  so-desecrating— in  this  reduction  of  our 
poor  fnend  to  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence." 

Nevertheless  it  is  usual  to  name  a  sum,"  the 
Chief  Constable  assured  them.  "  Shall  we  say  fiff 
pounds  ?  "  Mr  Basket  took  off  his  spectacles  and 
wped  them  with  a  trembhng  hand.  Dr  Hansom- 
lowMh  '=°°*^'*«™»g.  PuUing  thoughtfully  at  his 
"  1  think  I  can  undertake,"  he  suggested,  "  that 
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the  Town  Council  will  contribute  a  moiety  of  that 
sum.  Something  can  be  done  by  private  subscrip- 
tion." 

Mr  Basket  brightened  visibly.  "  Put  it  at  fifty 
pounds,  then,"  he  commanded,  with  a  wave  of  the 
hand.  "  Should  Providence  see  fit  to  restore  him 
to  us,  our  friend,  as  a  reasonable  man,  will  doubtless 
discharge  some  part  of  the  expenses." 

Accordingly  the  bill  was  drafted,  and  the  Chief 
Constable,  after  running  his  blue  pencil  through 
some  of  its  more  monumental  periods,  engaged  to 
have  it  printed  and  distributed. 

"  Do  you  know,"  confessed  Mr  Basket,  as  he  and 
the  Doctor  walked  homewards,  "  I  felt  all  the  while 
as  if  we  were  composing  our  friend's  epitaph.  I  have 
a  presentiment — " 

"  Do  not  utter  it,  my  dear  sir !  "  the  Doctor  en- 
treated. 

"  He  was  a  man — " 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  '  taking  one  thing  with  another,  it  is 
more  than  likely  we  shall  never  see  him  again.'  The 
words,  sir,  struck  upon  my  spirit  like  the  tolling  of  a 
bell.    But  for  heaven's  sake  let  us  not  despair  !  " 

"  Life  is  precarious,  Dr  Hansombody ;  as  your 
profession,  if  any,  should  teach.  We  are  here  to- 
day ;  we  are  gone — in  the  more  sudden  cases — to- 
morrow. What  do  you  say,  sir,  to  a  glass  of  wine  at 
the  Angel  ?  To  my  thinking,  we  should  both  be  the 
better  for  it." 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

APOTHEOSIS 

AT  this  point  my  pen  falters.  The  order  of 
-t  "V  events  would  require  us  now  to  travel  back  to 
Troy  with  Miss  Marty  and  the  Doctor  and  break  the 
news  to  the  town.  But  have  you  the  heart  for  it  ? 
Not  I. 

I  tell  you  that  I  never  now  pass  the  ferry  slip  on  the 
shore  facing  Troy,  on  a  summer's  evening  when  the 
sun  slants  over  the  hill  and  the  smoke  of  the  town 
rises  through  shadow  into  the  bright  air  through 
which  the  rooks  are  winging  homeward— I  never  rest 
on  my  oars  to  watch  the  horse-boat  unmooring,  the 
women  up  the  street  filling  their  pitchers  at  the 
water-shute,  the  strawberry-gatherers  at  work  in 
their  cliff  gardens ;  but  I  see  again  Boutigo's  van 
descend  the  hill  and  two  passengers  in  black  alight 
from  it  upon  the  shore— Miss  Marty  and  the  Doctor, 
charged  with  their  terrible  message.  I  see  them 
stand  on  the  slip  and  shade  their  eyes  as  they  look 
across  to  the  town  glassed  in  the  evening  tide,  I  see 
beneath  the  shade  of  her  pahn  Miss  Marty's  lips 
tremble  with  the  words  that  are  to  shatter  that 
happy  picture  of  repose,  brutally,  violently,  as  a 
stone  crashing  into  a  mirror.  In  the  ferry-boat  she 
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trembles  from  head  to  foot,  between  fear  and  a  fever 
to  speak  and  have  it  over.  .  .  . 

But  the  town  would  not  believe.  Nay,  even  when 
Town  Crier  Bonaday,  dropping  tears  into  his  paste- 
pot,  affixed  the  placard  to  the  door  of  the  Town  Hall, 
the  town  would  not  believe.  Men  and  women 
gathered  at  his  back,  read  the  words  stupidly,  looked 
mto  each  other's  faces  and  shook  their  heads.  Two 
or  three  gazed  skjrward. 

"  The  Major  gone  ?  No,  no  .  .  .  there  must  be 
some  mistake.  He  would  come  back— to-morrow, 
perhaps— and  bring  light  and  laughter  back  with 
hun,  It  was  long  since  the  town  had  enjoyed  a  good 
laugh,  and  here  were  all  the  makings  of  a  rare 
one." 

But  the  days  passed  and  brought  no  tidings. 

Miss  Marty  had  drawn  down  the  blinds  in  the 
Major's  house,  in  token  of  mourning  and  to  shut  out 
prying  eyes  :  for  during  the  first  day  or  two  small 
crowds  had  collected  in  front  and  hung  about  the 
garden  gate  to  stare  pathetically  up  at  the  windows. 
They  meant  no  harm  :  always  when  Cai  Tamblyn  or 
Scipio  stepped  out  to  remonstrate,  they  moved 
away  quietly. 

They  were  stunned.    They  could  not  believe. 

On  the  third  day  the  Town  Coundl  met  and 
elected  Dr  Hansombody  Deputy-Mayor,  "During 
the  temporary  absence  of  one  whose  permanent  loss 
this  CouncU  for  the  present  declines  to  contemplate." 
That  same  evening  the  Doctor  called  a  pubUc  meet- 
ing, and  in  a  careful  speech,  interrupted  here  and 
there  by  emotion,  told  the  burgesses  all  there  was  to 
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ten.  My  friends,"  he  conduced,  "  With  a  sad  and 
Sony  heart  I  lay  these  few  facts,  these  poor  shreds 
of  evidence,  before  you.  Oppressed  as  I  am  by 
the  shadow  of  calamity,  I  refuse  to  consider  it  as 
more  than  a  shadow,  soon  under  Providence  to  be 
lifted  from  us.  You,  the  witnesses  of  our  daily  in- 
timacy, will  understand  with  what  emotion  I  take 
up  the  sceptre  which  has  fallen  from  my  friend's 
hand,  with  what  diffidence  I  shaU  wield  it,  with 
what  impatience  I  shall  expect  the  hour  which  re- 
stores It  to  his  strong  grasp.  In  the  words  of  Shake  • 
speare  "—here  the  Doctor  consulted  his  note-book— 
"  he  was  indeed  a  man, 

" '  take  him  for  all  in  all 
We  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again.' 

Of  my  own  instance,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  made 
bold  to  bid  fifty  pounds  for  his  recovery,  feeling  con- 
fident that  Troy  would  endorse  the  offer.  Nor  did 
I  mistake.  This  morning  the  Corporation  by  unani- 
mous vote  has  guaranteed  the  sum.  I  have  now 
the  melancholy  privilege  of  proposing  from  this  chair 
that  a  house-to-house  canvass  be  made  throughout 
the  town  with  the  object  of  doubling  this  guarantee." 
(Murmurs  of  approval  from  all  parts  of  the 
hall.) 

The  Vicar  seconded.  He  would  remind  his 
audience  that  in  the  thirteenth  century  Richard, 
Earl  of  Cornwall,  afterwards  King  of  the  Romans, 
had  the  misfortune  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  Sara- 
cens who  held  him  at  ransom  :  and  that  by  the 
promptness  with   which  the  Comishmen  of  those 
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days,  rich  and  poor  together,  made  voltmtary  con- 
tribution and  discharged  the  price,  they  earned  their 
coat-of-arms  of  fifteen  gold  coins  upon  a  sable 
ground,  as  well  as  their  proud  motto  "  One  and  All." 
It  had  been  said,  and  in  his  hearing,  that  the  days  of 
chivalry  were  past.  Here  was  an  opportunity  to 
disprove  it  and  declare  that  the  spirit  of  their  an- 
cestors survived  and  animated  the  Comishmen  of 
to-day.  (A  Voice — "  How  about  the  Millennium  ? ") 
He  would  pass  over  that  interruption  with  the  con- 
tempt it  deserved.  They  were  not  met  to  bandy 
personalities,  but  as  citizens  united  in  the  face  of 
calsunity  by  affection  for  their  common  borough. 
As  stars  upon  the  night,  as  the  gold  coins  on  their 
Duchy's  sable  shield,  so  might  their  free-will  offer- 
ings spell  hope  upon  the  dark  ground  of  present 
desolation.  He,  for  his  part,  was  ready  to  subscribe 
one  guinea — ^yes,  and  more  if  necessary. 

Although  the  Chairman  had  deprecated  cheering, 
the  audience  broke  into  loud  applause  as  the  Vicar 
resumed  his  seat.  The  town  had  taken  fire.  Re- 
solving itself  into  Committee,  the  meeting  then  and 
there  nominated  fifty  collectors,  all  volimteers.  Nor 
did  the  movement  end  here.  Under  the  leadership 
of  Miss  Pescod  the  ladies  of  Troy  devoted  each  a 
favoiuite  article  of  personal  adornment  to  be  coined 
at  need  into  money  for  the  Major's  redemption.  (I 
myself  possess  a  brooch  which,  left  by  my  great- 
grandmother  to  her  daughter  upon  this  condition,  to 
this  day  is  known  in  the  family  as  the  Major's 
Cameo.)  In  six  days  the  guarantee  fund  ran  up  to 
eleven  hundred  pounds,  of  which  at  least  one  third 
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might  be  accounted  good  money.    In  Troy  we  allow, 
by  habit,  some  margin  for  enthusiasm. 

A  new  placard  was  issued  at  once,  and  the  reward 
increased  to  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds. 

For  ten  days  this  handsome  offer  evoked  no  more 
response  than  the  previous  one.  For  ten  da3rs  yet 
all  trace  of  the  Major  vanished  at  the  edge  of  Mr 
Basket's  fish-pond. 

"It  would  almost  seem,"  said  Miss  Sally  Tre- 
gentil,  discussing  the  mystery  for  the  hundredth 
time  with  Miss  Pescod,  "as  if  from  that  fatal 
brink  he  had  soared  into  the  regions  of  the  un- 
known and  scaled,  as  the  expression  goes,  the 
emp3?rean." 

"If  that's  the  case,"  remarked  Miss  Pescod 
practically,  "twice  the  money  won't  brinr;  him 
back." 

On  the  2nd  of  July  the  Chief  Constable  wrote  to 
Dr  Hansombody  that  he  had  discovered  a  clue.  A 
doorkeeper  of  the  Theatre  Royal  reported  (and  was 
corroborated  by  the  man  in  charge  of  the  ticket- 
office)  that  on  the  night  of  May  znd,  at  about  10.30, 
a  rough-looking  fellow  had  presented  himself,  drip- 
ping-wet at  the  doors  and  demanded,  in  a  state  of 
agitation,  apparently  the  result  of  drink,  to  see  Mr 
Basket,  who  occupied  a  reserved  seat  in  the  house  ; 
further,  that  faUing  in  with  two  sailors,  who  bought 
a  ticket  for  him,  the  man  had  mounted  the  gallery 
stairs  in  their  company,  and  this  was  the  last  seen  of 
him  by  either  of  the  deponents. 

The  Doctor  posted  to  Plymouth,  carrying  with  him 
the  only  extant  portrait  of  the  Major— a  miniature 
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taken  at  the  age  of  twenty-five  ;  caUed  on  Mr  Basket, 
haled  him  off  to  the  Chief  Constable's  office,  and  there 
by  appointment  examined  the  two  witnesses.  The 
men  stuck  to  their  story,  but  swore  positively  that 
the  fellow  they  had  seen  bore  no  resemblance  to  the 
portrait. 

"  If  you  ask  me,"  added  the  doorkeeper  with  con- 
viction, "  he  was  a  dam  sight  more  Ukely  to  have 
been  his  murderer.    He  looked  it,  anyhow." 

The  Doctor  and  Mr  Basket  returned  to  the  latter's 
house  in  deeper  perplexity  than  ever. 

"  The  evidence,"  began  Mr  Basket,  lighting  his 
pipe  after  dinner,  "  vague  as  it  is,  points  more  de- 
cidedly than  before  to  foul  play.  We  have  been  as- 
suming that  our  poor  friend,  whether  by  accident  or 
design,  found  himself  in  my  fish-pond." 

"  He  would  hardly  have  walked  into  it  on  purpose," 
said  the  Doctor. 

"  It  is  at  least  highly  improbable.    Well,  here  we 
have  another  man  who  comes  running  to  the  theatre 
wet  through— also,  we  will  assume,  from  an  im- 
mersion in  the  fish-pond.    We  will  suppose  that  he 
plunged  into  it  to  the  rescue  and  having  brought  his 
burden  safe  to  shore,  ran  to  the  theatre  to  inform  me 
of  the  accident.    At  once  we  are  confronted  with 
half  a  dozen  serious  difficulties.    To  begin  with,  why, 
having  asked  for  me,  did  he  disappear  ?  " 
''Press-gang,"  the  Doctor  suggested. 
"  Granted.    But  why,  having  an  urgent  message 
to  deliver,  did  he  proceed  to  take  a  ticket  for  the 
gallery  in  company  with  two  sailors,  apparently 
strangers  to  him  ?    Again,  this  explanation  does  not 
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How 


even  touch   the  crucial  question,  which 
came  our  friend  to  disappear  ?  " 

The  Doctor  shook  his  head. 

"On  the  other  hand."  Mr  Basket  continued.  "  if 
r»Zf  *^« 'barker  view,  that  this  man  had  entered 
the  fish-pond  not  for  purposes  of  rescue,  but-dread- 

!?n.?HT  r*°  ''°'**  ^^^  ^'*=*'"  "«d«  ^ter.  why 
shouH  he  have  exposed  himself  to  detection  by 
commg  to  the  theatre  ?  Why.  in  fine,  should  he 
aesu-e  to  communicate  at  aU  with  me  ?  " 

liJlJ^t''^^;,"  "?8f  *«*  Mrs  Basket,  who  had  been 
Jstening  while  she  knitted.  "  his  conscience  pricked 

Rni^^K*"  ***^*'"  *'^*"  ^^'^  *"^l>«'d  testily. 
.  .^  !..^  ""^^^  ^^  ^""^  ^ang  with  an  alarm 
upon  the  front  door  bell.  e  ou  oiorm 

fac?*  ^"^  ^**^  ^^°°^  "P  fluttering,  white  in  the 

"  You  must  answer  it.  Elihu !  I  couldn't  not  if 
you  w^  to  offer  me  twice  the  reward  at  this  mor^Lt 
-and  him  standmg  there,  perhaps,  or  his  ghost,  like 
Feter  out  of  prison  !  "  e-       .  u«.c 

J^their  visitor  proved  to  be  the  Chief  Constable 
Tma  ."V^-  *^  P^e  with  excitement,  and 
Mei^.  ">   ^   hand   a   copy   of  the   Sherborne 

S^iv  ^*  "^"^  °*  "  *PP^  too  certain.  I 
^wakmg  along  dd  Town  Street  when  the  Sher- 
"ome  Rider  came  along.     He  gave  me  my  copy. 
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and  see  here ! " — The  Chief  Constable  spread 
the  paper  under  the  lamp  and  i>ointed  to  this 
paragraph — 

"  Operations  off  Boulogne.    By  advices  re- 
ceived from  Admiral  Lord  Keith,  the  first  ex- 
periment made  with  the  new  engines  of  destruc- 
tion (of  which  so  much  was  hoped)  against  the 
vessels   moored   off   Boulogne   pier,    has   not 
resulted  in  an  unqualified  success.    On  the  isth 
ult.  one  of  these  catamarans,  as  they  are  called, 
was  launched  against  the  foe  from  the  Vesuvius 
bomb.    The  machinery  had  been  set  in  motion, 
and  the  bomb's  boat,  having  towed  it  into  range, 
was  preparing  to  return  to  the  ship,  when  a  shot 
from  the  shore  batteries,  falling  close,  precipi- 
tated our  gallant  fellows  into  the  water.    We 
are  happy  to  add  that  they  were  all  picked  up 
by  the  boats  of  the  squadron  with  the  exception 
of  one  seaman,  recently  shipped  at  Pl)rmouth. 
His  name  is  given  as  H}anen  ;  and  the  Captain 
of  the  Vesuvius  reports  that  he  joined  as  a 
volunteer. 

"  We  need  hardly  remind  our  readers  that  the 
name  of  Hymen  has  figured  prominently  for  a 
fortnight  past  in  our  advertisement  columns. 
If  this  gallant  but  unfortunate  man  should  prove 
to  be  none  other  than  Solomon  Hymen,  Esquire, 
Chief  Magistrate  of  Troy,  Cornwall,  whose  recent 
mysterious  disappearance  has  cast  a  gloom  over 
the  small  borough,  we  commiserate  our  friends 
in  the  West  while  envjong  them  this  exemplar  of 


an  unselfish  patriotism. 
pro  f  atria  mori." 
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^3«<fce  ei  decorum  est 


Troy  required  no  further  evidence     Toti,^     x 
indeed  who  had  known  the  m^    wh„  .  \  °^  ***  "^ 
words  of  a  later  PoetX^Srh^°;^d^^^:*« 
nificent  eye— the  news  r^^^A  -T  ^"  '"^" 

P^ciselyh'T-i^ScSft^JcnS"^'""- 

phcity  of  his  /ereatnesB  h^  h,  J  »  stroke,  in  the  sun- 

traction  for  ever  ^'°^'    """°'=''  **«" 

Need  I  add  that  we  made  the  most  of  it  ? 

w  of  oomSr  "•*>'  "  ' 
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self-immolation,  almost,  upon  the  altar  of  friend- 
ship. 

Miss  Pescod,  for  her  part,  beUeved  that  he  was  after 
the  woman's  money.  This  unworthy  suspicion  the 
Doctor  was  fortunately  able  to  rebut,  and  in  the  most 
pubUc  manner.  After  the  wedding  (a  quiet  one)  he 
and  his  bride  spent  a  short  hone3rmoon  at  Sidmouth 
and  returned  but  to  announce  their  departure  on  a 
more  distant  journey.  The  Major's  death  being  by 
this  time,  in  legal  phrase,  "  presumed,"  the  Court  of 
Canterbury  had  allowed  Miss  Marty  to  take  out 
letters  of  administration.  It  behoved  her  now  to 
travel  up  to  London,  interview  proctors,  and  prove 
the  will,  executed  (as  the  reader  will  remember)  on 
the  eve  of  that  fatal  First  of  May  and  confided  to 
Lawyer  Chinn's  keeping.  The  town  having  sub- 
scribed for  and  purchased  a  pair  of  silver  candelabra 
as  a  home-coming  gift,  the  Mayor  and  Mayoress  had 
no  sooner  returned  and  been  welcomed  with  firing  off 
cannon  and  pealing  of  bells  than  a  day  was  fixed  and 
a  pubUc  meeting  called  for  the  presentation — a  cere- 
mony performed  by  the  Vicar  in  brief  but  felicitous 
terms.  The  Doctor  made  a  suitable  speech  of  ac- 
knowledgment, and  then,  after  waiting  until  the 
applause  had  subsided,  lifted  a  hand. 

"  My  friends,"  he  said,  "  before  we  disperse  I  am 
charged  to  tell  you  that  my  wife  and  I  contemplate 
another  journey,  and  almost  immediately.  You  may 
think  how  sad  that  errand  is  for  us  when  I  tell  you 
that  we  go  to  prove  the  late  Major  Hjrmen's  will. 
But  I  dare  to  hope  you  will  understand  that  our 
feelings  are  not  wholly  tinged  with  gloom  when  you 
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hear  the  provisions  of  that  document,  which  I  will 
now  ask  my  friend  Mr  Chim,  to  ^ad  doudlS 

^^dtius  is  the  substance  of  what  Lawyer  Chim. 

"To  his  kinswoman  Miss  Martha  Hymen,  the 
Major  left  a  bfe  interest  in  the  s^  of  five 
th^sand  pounds,   invested  in  Government 

To  his  faithful  servant  Scipio  Johnston  the  sum 
of  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds. 

To  his  servant  Caius  Tamblyn.  fifty  pounds. 

To  each  member  of  the  Coipotation  of  the 
Borough  of  Troy  holding  officVat  the  ttae  of 
his  death,  five  pomads  to  buy  a  mounu.rr^* 

To  the  Town  Clerk  the  same,  and  to  Mr  Jago 
Town  Constable,  the  same.  ^ 

^V*^".??''?'*''^^  and.Gallant  Corps  of  the 
Troy  Volunteer  Artillery,  nineteen  Seas  to 
purchase  two  standards,  to  be  bomf  ^y I'em 
on  all  occasions  of  ceremony. 

^°n?,*„  J'*;^  ^"^  Churchwardens,  two  hmidred 

^Tn^'th    "*''''*/°  ^  •^*"''"t«d  »nnuaUy 
^ong  the  poor  of  the  Parish,  on  Easter 

To  the  Feoffees  and  Governors  of  the  Fr^ 
Grammar  School,  a  like  sum  to  beTiLt^ 
renovating  the  building,  and  a  totrC  o" 
one  thousand  pomids  to  be  invested  forthe 
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maintenance,  clothing  and  education  of  ten 
poor  boys  of  the  Borough. 

To  the  Vicar  and  Dr  Hansombody,  his  executors, 
fifty  pounds  apiece. 

And  lastly,  the  residue  of  his  estate  (some  four 
thousand  pounds),  togfether  with  the  five 
thousand  pounds  reverting  on  his  kinswoman's 
death,  to  the  Mayor  and  Corporation,  to  bmld 
and  endow  a  Hospital  for  the  relief  of  the  sick  ; 
the  same  to  be  known  as  the  Hymen  Hospital,' 
,'  in  the  hope  that  the  name  of  one  who  left  no 
heirs  may  yet  be  preserved  a  while  by  the 
continuity  of  human  suffering.' " 

At  the  conclusion  of  Lawyer  Chinn's  reading  it  is 
not  too  much  to  say  that  all  his  audience  caught  their 
breaths.  They  had  known  the  Major  to  be  a  great 
man  :  but  not  till  now— not  perhaps  until  that  last 
solemn  sentence  feU  on  their  ears— had  they  under- 
stood his  greatness. 

I  have  heard  that  the  silence  which  followed  was 
broken  by  a  sob.  Certainly  the  meeting  dispersed  in 
choking  silence. 

At  length  Troy  realised  its  loss. 

From  that  moment  the  figure,  hitherto  remembered 
m  the  clear  outlines  of  affection,  begun  to  grow,  loom, 
expand,  m  the  mists  of  awe.  It  ceased  to  be  familiar, 
havmg  put  on  greatness.  Men  began  to  tell  how,  on 
that  last  fatal  expeaition,  the  Major  had  turned 
smgle-handed  and  held  a  whole  squadron  of  Dragoons 
at  bay. 

In  his  garden,  by  the  brink  of  the  fish-pond,  Jlr 


APOTHEOSIS 


247 
^et^reared   a   stone   with   the    foUowing   i.. 

ATTEND 
O  PASSES  BY  I 

ON   THIS  /    • 

SPOT 

SOLnMn';^   *'   ""   ="   ASCERTAINEO 

SOLOMON    HYMEN.     ESQUIRE 

SEVEN   TIMES   MAYOR   OF   TROY 

IN   CORNWALL 
REUNfiUISHED    HIS   HONOURS 

FOR   HIS   COUNTRY'S   NEED 

AND   RESOLCTELY   SACRIFICED 

EASE,   FRIENDSHIP,   FAME 

TO   EMBARK   HIS   SOLE   MANHOOD 

IN   HER   DEFENCE 

AMID  THE  SURROUNDING  MEMORIALS 

OF   GREECE   AND   ROME 

CHALLENGING 

^"wfx?"""  ^'""'^  °''  At'nov.Tv 

WITH   A   BRITON'S   RESOLUTION 
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THERE  lies  before  me  a  copy  of  The  Plymouth 
and  Dock  Telegraph,  dated  Saturday,  Jidy  2nd, 
1814,  much  tattered  and  broken  along  the  creases  into 
which  my  great-grandmother  (the  same  that  left  us 
the  Major's  Cameo)  folded  it  these  many  years  ago, 
to  be  laid  away  for  a  memorial. 

The  advertisements  need  not  detain  us  long.  Two 
husbands  will  not  be  responsible  for  their  wives' 
debts,  and  one  of  them  alleges  that  his  lady  "  has  be- 
haved herself  improperly  during'my  absence  at  sea." 
A  solicitor  will  lend  ^1000  on  good  security.  A 
medical  man,  yielding  to  the  persuasions  of  numerous 
friends,  will  remain  another  fortnight  in  the  town ; 
and  may  be  consulted  as  usual  at  Mr  Kitt's,  Grocer, 
King  Street,  Dock,  every  Tuesday  and  Saturday 
from  ten  to  six.  M.  La  Barre  (whom  I  guess  to  have 
been  a  Royalist  refugee)  will  reopen  instruction  for 
young  ladies  and  gentlemen  in  the  French  language  on 
the  I2th  inst.  The  tolls  and  profits  of  the  Saltash  and 
the  Ashburton  turnpikes  will  be  bidden  for  by  public 
auction.  The  schooner  Brothers  and  the  fast-sailing 
cutter  Gamhier  are  for  sale,  together  with  the  model 
of  a  frigate,  "  about  six  feet  two  inches  long,  copper- 
348 
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bottOTied,   and  mounted  with  thirty-two  guns" 
The  Royal  Auxiliary  Mail  will  start  from  Congdon's 
Commercial  Inn  every  afternoon  at  a  quarter  before 
five  reachmg  the  Bell  and  Crown.  Holbom.  in  thirty- 
ax  hours :   passengers  for  London  have  a  further 
choice  of  the    Devonshire  "  (running  through  Bristol) 
or  the     Royal  Clarence  "(through  Salisbury)     Two 
nval  light  coaches  compete  for  passengers  to  Ports- 
mouth.  The  "Self-Defence,"  PlymouttTto  Falmouth 
four  mades,  will  keep  the  same  time  as  His  Majesty's 
Mad.    The  Unitarian  Association  advertises  a  meet- 
ing at  which  Dr  Touhnin  of  Birmingham  will  preach 
The  Fnends  of  the  AboUtion  of  the  Slave  Trade  print 
a  long  manifesto.    The  Phoenix.  Eagle,  and  Atlas 
Compames  invite  insurers.    Sufferers  from  various 
disorders  wiD  find  reUef  in  Spilsbury's  Patent  Anti- 
scorbutic,  Dr  Bateman's  Pectoral,   and  Wessel's 
Jesuit's  Drops. 

Turning  to  the  news  columns,  we  find  the  whole 
country  aflame  with  joy  at  the  restoration  of  Peace. 
Once  j^am  (it  is  ten  years  since  we  last  saw  him  there) 
the  Prmce  Regent  is  at  Portsmouth,  feasting,  speech- 
makmg,  dancing,  reviewing  the  fleet  and  the  troops. 
With  hun  are  the  Emperor  of  Russia  ;  the  Emperor's 
aster,  the  Duchess  of  Oldenburg;  the  King  of 
Prussia  ;  the  Royal  Dukes  of  Clarence.  York,  Cam- 
bridge ;  the  Duke  of  Wellington  and  Field-Marehal 
Blucher.  We  read  that  on  first  catching  sight  of 
Welhngton  the  Prince  Regent  "  seized  his  hand  and 
appeared  lost  in  sensibility  for  the  moment."  As  for 
Blucher.  a  party  of  sailors,  defying  his  escort  of 
dragoons,  boarded  and   "took  possession  of  the 
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quarter-deck,  or,  in  other  words,  the  top  of  the 
carriage." 

"  Some  were  capsized ;  but  two  of  them  swore 
to  defend  the  brave,  and,  as  the  carriage  drew 
on,  to  the  dehght  of  all  the  tars  commenced  reels 
a  la  Saunders  on  the  top,  all  the  way  to  Govern- 
ment House,  where  the  General  was  received 
with  open  hands  and  hearts,  amid  a  group  of  as 
brave  warriors  as  ever  graced  a  festive  table  or 
bled  in  defence  of  their  country's  wrongs  (sic)." 
At  the  subsequent  Ball, — 

"  The  Duke  did  not  dance  :  and  the  gallant 
Bliicher  was  so  overcome  by  the  heat  of  the  ball- 
room as  to  oblige  him  to  retire  for  a  short  time. 
.  .  .  The  two  gallant  Generals  rode  from  the 
Government  House  in  the  same  carriage ;  and 
it  was  observed  that  the  Emperor  of  Russia 
shook  hands  with  the  illustrious  Wellington 
every  time  he  was  near  him." 

From  Portsmouth  next  day  the  Duke  posts  up  to 
Westminster,  to  be  introduced  by  the  Dukes  of 
Richmond  and  Beaufort  and  take  his  seat  in  the 
Lords  under  his  new  patents  of  nobiUty.  Simul- 
taneously in  the  Commons,  Lord  Castlereagh  moves 
a  Vote  of  Thanks,  which  is  carried  by  a  unanimous 
House.  For  the  rest,  Imperial  ParUament  is  mainly 
occupied  with  Lord  Cochrane's  case  and  the  sorrows 
oj  Her  Royal  Highness  the  Princess  of  Wales,  especi- 
ally "  the  inadequacy  of  her  income  to  support  the 
ordinary  dignities  of  her  rank,  and  afford  her  those 
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doubt  that  Trn^  h,/V      _.      '  "^  mends,  never 

REJOICINGS  AT  TROY 

PelceMT^T*"'  °^  ^''^  ^-establishment  of 

W  ;«  L  ^  '*f  *"  °^  ^'°y  *««  at  ^  early 
hour  on  Af«ufay,  j^^      «,   j,  employed 

m  decoratmg  their  houses  mth  laurel,  etc  Td 
fonnmg  arches  in  th.  streets,  vari^ated  Tto 
3S:Sft  ^t'r"''^^  repr;«entaSs ;  ^L^ 
jS1^^  """'"""•''  -hes  soon  graced  the 

tol^nS'ce'ihriL'  .^"T^-'t-youP^vincial 
erected  a  iSi^^Z'  *"  *™^  ^^^'^  *^«'  ^^o 
Jubilee  ^mKfi.        f"'  °"  Q"^"  Victoria's  last 
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"...  To  regale  the  poor,  a  bullock,  two 
«heep  (each  weighing  a  hundred  pounds),  eight 
hundred  twopenny  loaves,  with  a  great  quantity 
of  beer  and  porter,  the  gift  of  Sir  Felix  Felix- 
Williams,  were  distributed  in  the  Market  House 
and  Town  Hall  by  the  Mayor  (Dr  Hansombody) 
and  gentlemen.  Every  individual  appeared 
happy  :  indeed  it  was  highly  gratifying  to  see 
so  many  people  with  joy  painted  on  their  coun- 
tenances showing  forth  the  delight  of  their 
hearts.  To  crown  the  day,  a  number  of  re- 
spectable citizens.drank  tea  with  the  Mayoress, 
after  which  they'adjoumed  to  the  Town  Hall 
and  commenced  dancing,  which  was  kept  up  for 
a  long  time  with  great  spirit  and  regularity. 

"  Tuesday  morning  was  ushered  in  with  ringing 
of  bells,  etc.,  and  a  great  number  of  people  as- 
sembled before  the  Ship  Inn  to  dance,  during 
which  the  ladies  were  engaged  in  ornamenting, 
with  flowers,  flags  and  emblems,  two  boats 
placed  on  wheel  sledges  drawn  by  the  populace. 
In  fitting  them  up  with  such  taste  and  elegance, 

Miss  P d  and  Miss  S.  T 1  were  particularly 

active  and  deserve  every  praise.  At  three 
o'clock  the  Mayor  and  a  respectable  company 
sat  down  to  an  excellent  dinner  at  the  Ship  Inn, 
the  band  playing  many  grand  national  tunes  in 
an  adjoining  room.  After  the  repast  signak 
were  given  from  the  Town  Quay  for  the  Battery 
guns  to  fire,  and  they  accordingly  fired  three 
royal  salutes  in  comphment  to  the  Allied 
Sovereigns.    The  boats  before  mentioned  ^ere 
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some  Cossacks  apoeareH  ont^   WeUington  and 
of  Bonaparte.  whT^oX  t^^Tatel^'^'' 

ing  him  to  rouse  up  his  soirito   if  t[l  -L, 

wne  etc.    TTus  day,  like  the  preceding  ended 
^wT^  *«<=«  in  the  To^  ^ 

a  J^^1^^k""^°TJ^  "^"^  ^*  "»on  ^th 
sur^v^     *   *J^"^  °^  ^^^•»'  attended  by  the 

SeS^attirS'int'"''^'   ^^^  V"'-*- 
uiciy,  attired  m  the  uniforms  of  tha    evm- 

jpm,  a  number  of  toasts  were  prooosed  hv  fh. 
Mayor,  including    The  Allied  sil^:;^.!?^: 
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Prince  Regent,' '  The  Duke  of  Wellington  '  (with 
three  times  three),  '  The  Troy  Gallants,'  '  The 
Memory  of  their  first  beloved  Commander, 
Major  Hymen  ' — this  last  being  dnmk  in  silence. 
The  company  then  dispersed,  to  resemble  below 
the  Town  Quay,  where  the  boats  which  had 
adorned  Monday's  festivities  were  again  launched, 
this  time  upon  their  native  element,  and  pro- 
ceeded, amid  the  clanging  of  joy-bells  from  the 
church  tower,  to  cross   the  harbour,  on  the 
farther  shores  of  which  a  large  and  enthusiastic 
crowd  awaited  them.    In  the  first  boat  were  the 
musicians  ;  in  the  second  a  number  of  ladies  and 
gentlemen  in  fancy  costumes.    A  score  of  boats 
followed,  filled  with  spectators  ;  and  were  wel- 
comed, as  they  reached  the  shore,  with  loud 
expressions  of  joy.    Lord  Wellington  was  again 
mounted  on  horseback,  with  General  Platoff  and 
some  Cossacks.    Bonaparte  and  his  followers 
were  also  moimted,  and  some  skirmishes  took 
place  of  so  life-like  a  character  as  to  evoke  uni- 
versal plaudits.  .  .  ." 

A  wooden-legged  man,  who  had  been  stumping  it 
for  many  hours  along  the  high  road  from  Plymouth, 
paused  on  the  knap  of  the  hill,  mopped  his  dusty 
brow,  and  gazed  down  upon  the  harbow,  shading  his 
eyes.  He  wore  a  short  blue  jacket  with  tattered 
white  facings,  a  pair  of  white  linen  trousers  patched 
at  the  knees,  a  round  tarpaulin  hat,  a  burst  shoe  upon 
his  hale  foot,  and  carried  a  japanned  knapsack — all 
powdered  with  white  dust  of  the  road  in  which  his 
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bunting  from  KpriS>d^;'°5;r  St  f,'  ^' 
on  like  mad.    The  bells  u^'   ^^.^ellsra::; 

which  had  been  Sg  Ws  ey2  lS°K''l'*"' 
cuff  in  the  water  nf Tf  *  !^^'  *  *P  ^  frayef: 
hat.  dabb:<rS?^^*t2^-^^--ingl. 

-worsened  the  smeara  o  dust  R,!f  S  ^""^  " 
thinking  of  his  appeaSice  ^"*  ''"  ^  °°' 

fro?P^o*SSli:'of  J^l"  S>^-«  ^U  the  way 
the  tOHTbeyonT  H^  e-'      ^^^  ^'  ''''  ^''*'  ^^ 

■ni^dhimnSngfut^'^e'f  '^  '"^'^  P'^" 
h^intenyea^.^^.  J^.'^^tten  self : 

'eapSoS:^2---.^^pe^t 
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sociation  of  ideas  with  the  old  familiar  scene.  He 
had  left  the  people  cheering.  .  .  .  Was  it  ten  yeais 
ago  ?    They  were  cheering  still.  .  .  . 

The  road  within  view  was  deserted.  But  from 
below  the  dip  of  the  lull  the  cheers  ascended,  louder 
and  louder  yet,  deepening  in  volume. 

He  had  intended  to  walk  down  the  hill — as  he 
hoped,  unrecognised — cross  the  ferry,  and  traverse 
the  streets  of  Troy  to  his  own  front  door  ;  then,  or 
later,  tp  announce  himself.  A  thousand  times  in 
his  far  prison  in  Brianfon  among  the  high  Alps  he 
had  pictured  it.  He  had  discounted  all  possibilities 
of  change.  In  ten  years,  to  be  sure,  much  may 
happen.  .  .  . 

But  here  below  hiirj  lay  the  harbour  and  the  town, 
save  for  these  evideiz-cs  of  joy  siuprisingly  unchanged. 

Why  were  the  church  bells  ringing ;  the  people 
shouting  ?  Could  word  have  been  carried  to  them  ? 
He  could  not  conceive  how  the  news  had  managed  to 
outstrip  him. 

He  had  left  the  people  cheering ;  they  were 
cheering  still.  .  .  .  Were  these  ten  years,  then,  but 
a  grotesque  and  hideous  dream  ?  He  gazed  down 
upon  his  wooden  leg,  stiffly  protruding  before  him 
and  pointing,  as  it  were  ironically,  at  the  scene  of 
which  it  shared  no  memories. 

A  moment  later  he  lifted  his  head  at  the  sound  of 
hoofs  galloping  up  the  road  towards  him.  Round 
the  comer,  on  a  shaggy  yellow  horse  almost  venire-a- 
terre,  came  a  httle  man  in  a  cocked  hat,  who  rose  in 
his  stirrups  drunkenly  and  blew  a  kiss  to  a  dozen 
armed  pursuers  pounding  at  his  heels. 
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Between  wonder  and  alarm  th^  m  • 
guessed  itwashe)spranfiUD^;,  K    -^*^°'  'y°"  ^^^ 
tain.    Fatal  moveSl^itZ^  T  ^^'^^  ^°"«- 
the  yeUow  horse  sC^videndv  !'"'''^'"  ^PP"'""" 
half-way  across  the  road   anH^;   ^"^  more"  than 
wards  and  taken  at  °^l;^''\"'^«^''°'>l^g  back- 
stirrups  and  flung  shS^!!*  ^  '''°*  °"*  "^  h« 
where  he  rolled  fidew^vt  "^^Z?"^'*''  ^  *^^  '^'^^t' 
suere  reined  up  Jth  S     .    -'^^  ''*^-    His  pur- 
Major  advancedTthe  bo°dvT  u  f^^^-    The 
turned  it  over.    Them.n  ^l,^^*  ^^'^^  "  and 
the  head;  but  his  LdaTli^  "'''^«  '™"  *  «="*  i" 
appeared  to  be  the^xtentof  hr'"-'^'"""^*''^'''^'' 
cloth   being  Wned    h  °  '^'""'l!"^^-    His  neck- 
Major  looked  up  '         ^'°^'*'   '^"^^"y-    The 
afrlid.^.f*^  '"'""'    ^-  the  mon>ent  I  was  half 

the'riStd'^SgSL'^n'^P^-  0--twoof 
horses.  arounS  S^^l  ^  ^/°°'J.  °^  sat  their 
«>«ir  names ;  y^one  an^i,  ^\^'^  ">«^  ^^^es. 
they  wore  the  .^iSfo™  f.u^  ^'^  *'>«"' i  and 
Artillery!  ^°""   °^   ^^^^   Troy   Volunteer 

recSti:n.^''"^  I^T^^^-l  '^  -^t^<^  ^o^  their 
They  eyed  him  curiivT,"!  ^^^°«°ition  came, 
he  spoke  with  som^Efof  J  f  ™''^  *°  t^*""  that 
sure  he  articuCd  j2vl^  ^°'"^  ^"""t.  To  be 
-■"ch  hi,  eheek  boretf-K^^"  "^  '^°'-^'  °^ 

^Sj^ti^naSedStt^""^'-''--^ 
"^  *h.^  '^and  to  the^^o^^S^eTr^-de.^ 
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Had  they  not  marched,  doubled,  halted,  presented 
arms,  stood  at  attention,  all  as  he  bade  them  ?  He 
recognised  the  victim  of  the  accident,  too — a  little 
tailor,  Tadd  by  name,  who  in  old  da5's  had  borne  a 
reputation  for  hard  drinking. 

"  I  reckon  they  must  ha'  stationed  you  here  for  a 
relay,"  suggested  Gimner  Sobey  (ever  the  readiest 
man,  no  matter  in  what  company  he  found  himself) 
after  eyeing  the  Major  for  a  while. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon  ?  " 

"  I  beg  yours.  Seemin'  to  me  I've  seen  your 
features  before,  somewhere,  though  I  can't  call  up 
your  name. "  It  is  a  point  of  honour  with  the  men  of 
Troy  (I  may  here  observe)  to  profess  an  ignorance  of 
their  less-favoured  neighbours  across  the  harbour. 
"  I  can't  call  up  your  name  for  the  moment,  dressed 
as  you  be — but  'twas  thoughtful  of  'em,  knowing 
Tadd's  habit,  to  post  up  a  second  figger  for  a  relay. 
The  man  seems  to  be  shaken  considerable,"  he  went 
on.  "  'T would  be  a  cruelty,  as  you  might  say,  to  ask 
him  to  go  on  playin'  Boney,  with  a  wife  and  family 
dependent  and  his  heart  not  in  it." 

"  He  certainly  isn't  fit  to  mount  again,  if  that  is 
what  you  mean,"  said  the  Major,  and  glanced  up  the 
road  where  one  of  the  troop  (Bugler  Opie)  had  ridden 
in  pursuit  of  the  yellow  horse  and  now  reappeared 
leading  back  the  captive  by  the  bridle. 

"That's  just  what  I'm  saying,"  agreed  Gunner 
Sobey ,  "  and  you'll  do  very  well  if  you  change  hats." 
He  stooped  and  picked  Tadd-Bonaparte's  tricorne 
out  of  the  dust  and  brushed  it  with  the  sleeve  of  his 
tunic.     "  Here,  let's  see  how  you  look  in  it."    He 
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horse.  *^«  saddle  astride  the  yellow 

what°;ou1^"end?°"l cilT  %'^'  '^^''  "^V  ^ends 

GmmerSobey.cheerfJf    Jhe  ,dea  /  ••  answered 
catch  hddo- the  pom„,d         Never  you  „,i„d.  but 
,/?«  "ders  closed  in  ard  waUceS  h     *,°  '^'  '^^•" 
the  hill,  Gunner  Sobey  preS^    "^  ^°"^"'*  down 
h«n,  holding  his  woodL"^  W  S,  f  ""^  '"PP^^^S 
flap.    The  Major  cast  a  wl  S.  "f^^*  «>«  ^addl^ 
Bugler  Opie  and  anotherS^?  "•'°"*  "^  ^d  «aw 
he  knew  aU  their  names^  S  *1  T^'^^^oys- 
Tadd  and  bearing  SowS  ?h'  'i^^-^^^n^^io;! 
Vive  him.    What  wTT ,  ""^^^  the  fountain,  to  re- 

venge ""  °«  long  to  wait  for  his  re- 
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Let  The  Plymouth  and  Dock  Telegraph  narrate,  in 
its  own  succinct  language,  what  followed : — 

"  The  Corsican  tyrant  coming  to  grief  in  an 
attempt  to  elude  the  righteous  wrath  of  his  pur- 
suers, another  impersonator  was  speedily  found, 
with  the  additional  touch  of  a  wooden  leg, 
which  was  generally  voted  to  be  artistic.    This 
new  Boney  on  being  conveyed  down  to  the 
water's  edge  was  driven  into  a  boat,  his  counten- 
ance'eliciting  laughter  by  its  almost  comic  dis- 
play of  the  remorse  of  fdlen  ambition.    A  pair 
of  his  soi-disatU  supporters  leapt  in  and  affected 
to  aid  his  escape,  and  were  followed  by  pursuing 
boats  in  every  direction,  which  had  a  most 
pleasing  effect.    At  length,  being  hemmed  in 
and  made  captive,  he  was  taken  to  an  island 
near  the  shore,  supported  by  two  officers  of  the 
Troy  Volunteers,  who  affixed  a  board  over  him, 
upon  which  was  printed,  in  large  letters,  'ELBA.' 
We  regret  to  say  that  in  his  vivacious  efforts  to 
reproduce  the  feehngs  of  the  faUen  tyrant,  the 
impersonator — who  by  latest  accounts  is  a  sea- 
man recently  paid  off  and  impressed,  almost  at  a 
moment's  notice,  for  the  rdle  he  sustained  with 
such  impromptu  spirit — slipped  on  the  wet  sea- 
weed and  sustained  a  somewhat  serious  injury  of 
the  hip.    Being  with  all  expedition  rescued,  he 
was  conveyed  ashore  to  the  Infirmary,  which, 
founded  by  the  late  Major  Hymen  as  a  War  Hos- 
pital, henceforward  will  open  its  doors  to  those 
diseases  and  casualties  from  which  even  Peace 
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In  the  evening  there  wSf      T^  *°  '«'=°^«'y- 


CHAPTER  XX 

IN  WHICH  THE  MAJOR  LEARNS  THAT  NO 
MAN  IS  NECESSARY 

pOR  Six  days  Troy  continued  to  rejoice,  winding 

up  each  day  with  a  dance.    We  wiU  content 

ourselves  however,  with  one  last  extract  boTm 

Plymouth  and  Dock  Telegraph :—  '  "o™  •"»« 

"At  noon  on  Thursday  the  town  assembled 
again  and  escorted  its  Mayor  and  Mayoress  to 
the  Hymen  Hospital,  where,  in  the  presence  of 
a  distinguished  company.  Mrs  Hansombody  Mi 
Mus  Martha  Hymen)  unveiled  a  bust  of  her 
pliant  kmsman.  whose  premature  heroic  death 
l'°y  ,^,."^^^''  «**'^  to  lament.    Sir  Felix 
Fehx-Wilhams  made  eulogistic  reference  to  the 
departed  hero,  remarking  on  the  number  oi 
mstanc^  by  which  the  late  war  had  confirmed 
the  truth  of  the  Roman  poet's  observation  that 
It  IS  pleasant  and  seemly  to  die  for  one's  country. 
The  Mayor  responded  on  behalf  of  his  amiable 
li^y    whom   Sir   FeUx's   tribute   had   visibly 
aOKted.    The  sculpture  was  pronounced  to  be 
a  hfehke  image  of  the  deceased,  reflecting  great 
credit  on  the  artist,  Mr  Tipping,  R.A.    The 
363 
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pedestal,  five  feet  .„  k  •  >. 
Luxulyangrant^j^j;^^.- of  poUshed  black 
the  words  '  Tak#.  H  1^      ?™^  *"<*  date  with 
-ot  Look  upon  ws  !S  Sa,^.  "xu^  ^^  ^"^2 
<="ted  in  p£ter  of  Pa,?"^;     ^he  bust,  exe- 
-"^ble   when   funds  Swth    ''"^'"''^  ^y 
P«fd  in  silence  after  tt.ec.r/       ''°^'*   '^^'■ 
">  the  street  foUowed  L  6  n       ™°"y-    ^^^^i 
^th  spirit  for  some  hou^^""- •  ^'^  ^^  ^'^P*  "P 
-quantity  of  beer  wL'S  ta?  "'^'='  *  ^«^ 

-"SliiSaS  ^pl^^rVr-"'^  -alty 
^  His  whole  being  ached  tth^'V"^^'^  '^^e- 
he  had  been  set  u^na^A^^''' '"^'*  ^d  body 
bladders.    And  mlTasl  ^"«J««  ^th 

good  heavens,  how  had  he  d«  "^°^^  '^^  '  Yes- 
"««  '  He  remembe  ed  aft  ^rf  ;*  ^-the  second 
logne-many  days  aft^r  "*V  ^^aster  off  Bou- 
^  his  Prison'^be^'^Lfhf^-^J^f  to  •^"'^ciousn^ 
"ow,hehadlainstar^g'l'^f^°lG.vet.  Then,  as 
the  cruel  jar  of  thH^'t     i^^°^*  ?'J^  ''<='^««d  by 

Nay,  a  jocose  and  blundlL^t"  °^  ***"'  ^^  "  ? 
%ped  him,  as  a  man  Si  ^P'  '^^her,  that  had 
°«ht.  Then,  as  now  hf  F.  ^^"^'  ^^^^  the 
sullen  indignation  SbilJ:;^  "^^^  celled  up  i„' 
^upid  chapter  of  accLn^tJ.""  °"' =  »  all  the 
blame.  But  when  the  Prottfl  rv""^  °°  «''«  to 
^ame  to  his  bed  he  turned  h  si? V^?'^  ^  Civet 

He  refused  to  «ve  M=  "^  *°  *he  wall. 

»tand  this  blind  SLeSen""'-,  ,"^  ^'^  °°t  '«>der- 
make  no  term!  S"t     Se!^^? '  ""*  he  would 
«e-bolomon  Hymen- 
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had  a  wiD  of  his  own  and  a  proper  pride.  If  the 
world  chose  to  use  him  so,  after  all  his  services  to 
mankind,  let  it  go  and  be  damned  to  it.  I  tell  you, 
thc>  *nan  had  courage. 

't  his  friends  at  home  valued  him,  let  them  seek 
•'iii  out.  He  had  given  them  cause  enough  for 
tmtitude.  If  not,  he  asked  nothing  of  them.  In 
the  prison  he  gave  his  name  as  Mr  Solomon. 

Yet  he  had  made  two  attempts  to  escape.  In  the 
first  he  ran'  away  with  two  comrades  as  far  as 
Mteiires.  Being  pursued  by  the  gens-d'armes  there, 
and  called  upon  to  surrender,  his  companions  had 
given  themselves  up.  Not  so  our  hero ;  nor  was  he 
secured  until  he  lay  unconscious  with  a  bullet-hole 
in  the  cheek.  It  was  this  which  ever  afterwards 
affected  his  speech,  the  bullet  having  cut  or  parti- 
ally paralysed  some  string  of  the  tongue. 

It  had  been  touch-and-go  with  him ;  but  he  re- 
covered, and,  passing  henceforward  as  a  desperate 
character,  was  drafted  south  with  a  dozen  other 
desperate  characters  to  the  gloomy  fortress  of 
Brian(on.  There,  in  a  second  attempt  for  liberty,  a 
fall  from  the  ramparts  had  cost  him  his  leg. 

But  worse  than  all  his  incarceration  had  been  the 
final  tramp  through  France — right  away  north  to 
Valenciennes  ;  then  left-about-turn,  three  hundred 
and  fifty  miles  to  Tours  ;  then  south-east  to  Riou ; 
and  from  Riou  south-west  to  Bordeaux,  where  the 
transport  took  him  off — one  of  six  transports  for 
about  fifteen  hundred  released  prisoners.  All  tfie 
way,  too,  on  a  wooden  leg!  Heaven  knows  how 
bitterly  he  had  come  to  hate  that  leg. 
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Wadtst^ilr^rdST  ij  ^"  ">'  ^  this 
beat  up  closer  kndclSorF    ."  ^"'""'^  *^^*P°rt 

a  weariness  ^l^SZ^^^'J^'^'^-J^-^^n 
along  the  road  from  Pwf^l  ^°^  *  fr**  -nan, 
almost  skipped  "ymouth  to  Troy  he  had 

T?et*^  ^^^'^  '^^  home-coming , 

the^Xmra-l'^nn  fhT^  ^  '^^  ^^^P^ 
grown  into  a  Homeri^n,!"  T  '"^'"°'>'  *>«  had 
only  to  declare ISS         '  *  '^''"'■«°'*-    "e  had 

ceSrr^re^^^P^'-.^-clstar^ 
made  a  difference-alSgh^f  •..i"  /«  ^^^  '^'^ 
ence  which   beat  all   h^    ',  ^f^^^""^  i   »  ^iiffer- 

Tooty  Wsl'piTandllf  ^  "k^-^  "^  *°  "  "-  ? 
enough,  perhaiT  buraftSSL'- ""  ""  ^™P'^ 

C-£?S  ^S  "i^^"  -''-  ^-  Tarn- 
hluewithbr^TuttSjt^J,^^^^^^^^  °^  "-'y. 

the  same  as  ever-tWt  hi  u    T'^  '°°^'"8  ™"<=h 

In  the  first  .IiockT^       u^  ""  ^*  ^^  '^°°'- 
almos,  Cried  out  ^'him^by  "^S"*  ''^  *^^'°^  ''^'^ 
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"  Why— eh  ?— what  are  yo«  doing  here  ?  "  he 
stammered.  Hitherto  he  had  been  waited  on  by  a 
strange  doctor  (Hansombody's  new  partner)  and  a 
nurse  whom  he  had  assisted  twelve  years  ago,  when 
she  was  left  a  widow,  to  set  up  as  a  midwife. 

"  Might  ask  the  same  question  of  you,"  said  Cai 
Tamblyn.  "  I'm  the  kew-rater,  havin'  been  Hy- 
men's servant  in  the  old  days,  and  shows  around  the 
visitors,  besides  dustin'  the  mementoes — blocks  of 
his  bloomin'  'jiir  and  the  rest  of  the  trash.  I  looked 
in  to  see  how  you  was  a-gettin'  on  after  the  palaver. 
If  I'm  not  wanted  I'll  go." 

"  Don't  go." 

"  Very  well,  then,  I  won't."  Mr  Tamblyn  took  a 
seat  on  the  edge  of  an  tmoccupied  bed,  drew  from  his 
pocket  a  knife  and  a  screw  of  pig-tail  tobacco,  sliced 
off  a  portion  and  rubbed  it  meditatively  between  his 
hands.  "  I  done  you  a  good  turn  just  now,"  he  con- 
tinued. "Some  o'  the  company — the  womenkind 
especially — wanted  to  come  in  and  make  a  fuss  over 
you  before  leavin'." 

"Why  should  they  want  to  make  a  fuss  over 
me?" 

"  Well  you  may  ask,"  said  Mr  Tamblyn,  candidly. 
"  'Tain't  a  question  of  looks,  though.  There's  a 
kind  of  female— an'  'tis  the  commonest  kind,  too— 
can't  hear  of  a  man  bein'  hurt  an'  put  to  bed  but  she 
wants  to  see  for  herself.  'Tis  Uke  the  game  a  female 
child  plays  with  a  doUies'  house.  Here  they've  got 
a  nice  Uttle  orspital  to  amuse  'em,  with  nice  clean 
blankets  an'  sheets,  an'  texteses  'pon  the  walls,  an' 
a  cupboard  full  o'  real  medecines  an'  splints,  and 
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more  comYrtabiy  ^S^sft^V'  """"^  ^"^^ 
turned  his  head  L^  "Vhen  h t"""'  **"'  *'"^°' 
thi»-this— "  "  **  ^''"^  you  knew 

•'  Sw*°  ^  u  ^"^^  '^  intimate." 

-h.  ^  ttp^^^^^^  and 

dubiously  _  "if    L^.        **  '""^'^  and   added 
you."  y"""'    ^"^^   "    won't    excite 

"  Excite  me  ?  " 

the'^rt  V*i^r'*  ^""^  T"  *  '"'^P^*  °^  something  o' 

comes  back  L'  fin^  - ve  £en   "-To  "'  "^  "  ^'^^ 
you."     He  clearpH    ,  ^  ^'""^  ^  «*"*ed 

''IVnrTK  *  *P*"   °°    the  wash-stand 

'tis  likens  bv  vo^".'  y°"  '^^'^  "^k  what 

Tef  £?^'^'^°  -  -^^^^  I  Wish 

weStotrbu7t*rhlht""^',^*^«  -'»«  *»>« 
sta^d.  tmSL  it  •  "^jLt  j!"  ^*  *^°^  "P°«  the  wash- 

view  of  JSft,^  '  ***'°'  "«^*  ''^^^  *  f»>" 
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"  There  !  "  he  exdaimed,  drawing  back  and  pant- 
ing a  little. 

"  Good  heavens !  "  The  Major  drew  the  bed- 
clothes hurriedly  up  to  his  chin.  "  Was  he — was  he 
hke  that  ?  " 

"  I  thank  the  Lord  he  was  not,"  Mr  Tamblyn 
answered,  slowly  and  piously.  "  Leavin'  out  the 
question  o'  colour  and  the  material,  which  is  plaster 
pallis  and  terrible  crips,  and  the  shortage,  which  is 
no  more  than  the  head  an'  henge  of  *em,  so  to 
speak,  'tis  no  more  like  the  man  than  you  be.  And  I 
say  again  that  I  thank  the  Lord  for  it.  For  to  have 
the  old  feUer  stuck  up  in  the  comer  an'  glazin'  at  me 
nat'rel  as  life  every  time  I  turned  my  head  would  be 
more  than  nerves  could  stand." 

"You  wouldn't  wish  him  back,  then,  in  the 
flesh  ?  " 

Cai  Tamblyn  turned  around  smartly  and  gazed  at 
the  patient,  whose  face,  however,  rested  in  shadow. 

"  Look  'ee  here.  You've  a-been  in  a  French  war 
prison,  I  hear,  but  that's  no  excuse  for  talkin'  irre- 
ligious. The  man  was  Mowed  to  pieces,  I  tell  you, 
by  a  thing  called  a  catamaran,  off  the  coast  o'  France; 
not  so  much  left  of  en  as  would  cover  a  half-crown 
piece.  And  you  ask  me  if  I  want  en  back  in  the 
flesh !  " 

"  But  suppose  that  should  turn  out  to  be  a  mis- 
take ?  "  muttered  the  Major. 

"  Hey  ?  "  Cai  Tamblyn  gave  a  start.  "  Oh,  I 
see ;  you're  just  puttin'  it  so  for  the  sake  of  argy- 
ment.  "  Well,  then,"— the  old  man  turned  his  quid 
deliberately— "  did  you  ever  hear  tell  what  old 
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for  a  hundred  pound  °stS  he  "'^.^^  ^'"^  ^arah 
have  her  back  for  five  hunied  •  't^^'^"""°  «  '"d 
f^e  o't  with  Hymen.  I  reckS-th„.  ^*  '  "'^"*  '^' 
bear  en  no  grudge.  He  left  mT^r^'''  "^^^  y""'  I 
and  a  hun(ked  fn'  fiS  t  ^  ^"^  P"""'^  ^y  will, 
how  that  can  be ^^coSed^wUh  S  "^^^'^  --^ 

Sfar»^    fV       ^^^y  proved   his   win  ?  »      T^^!'  . 

stared  at  his  portrait  and  shivered  ^^  ^^J°' 

■'»  course  they  did     Th^ 
pieces,  I  teU  you.     •Tis\„rAr  "^  "^^  blowed  to 
'  Take  en  for'^aS  in^^t""  -"P  °"  ^^e  pedestal, 
•night  ha-  said,  for  ttat  mlTt/""  ''^  ^^^'  they 
"Pon  his  like  ;gen  '    No    "    IT  """  ''^^  "o*  ^ok 
for  all  their  spSfy^' '  TJ^!^  ,^°°'t  ^ant  to. 
calls  a  Ms.- J, ..      £ks  r^n     '"^^^  *^^  P^" 
that's  all;  ««rf  folks-  ZTt^"^'^  °  ""^t  things, 
Why.  one  way  Sd^^X  KW°"'*"-*  *°' 
thousand  pound  '  "  "  "^"^^  on  twelve 

foS;^r  ht^hS^^d^i^rr  T''^  -  -^ 

nothing,  his  eyes  fastTneTontJiJ'  t*""'  ""^*«™« 
hyacinthine  curls  it  be^l  ^  ''"'*•  ^^^^ath  iti 
volant  smile.  ^"^  °" '"™  ^^th  a  fixed  bene- 

Pl-cky.  and  S-meaS^t^o?' •  u^'  ^^"°-  *as 
better  master  you  wSll't '^:h"  ^  ^"^  •  ««»  a 
Jhat  he  suffered  hZl^^„^.^  f^y''  '^'^b. 

^•^'"^  the  women  Stt^Sc'^^^at'St 
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couldn't  help  it :  but  so  'twas.  And  the  men  were 
a'most  as  bad.    Just  you  hearken  to  this — " 

Cai  seated  himself  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  again, 
felt  in  his  breast-pocket  and  drew  out  a  spectacle- 
case  and  a  folded  pocket-book  ;  adjusted  the  spec- 
tacles on  his  nose,  dapped  the  pocket-book  viciously, 
spread  it  on  his  knee,  cleared  his  throat,  and  began 
to  read, — 

"  '  As  a  boy  he  was  studious  in  his  habits,  shy  in 
company,  unflinchingly  truthful,  and  fond  of  animals. 
For  obvious  reksons  these  pets  of  his  childhood  are 
unrepresented  among  the  memorials  so  piously  pre- 
served in  the  Hjrmen  Museum ;  but  through  the 
kindness  of  our  esteemed  townswoman,  Mrs  (or,  as 
she  is  commonly  called,  "  Mother  ")  Hancock,  aged 
ninety-one,  we  are  able  to  include  in  our  collection  a 
marble  of  the  kind  known  as  "glass-alley,"  with 
which  she  avers  that,  at  the  age  of  ten  or  thereabouts, 
our  future  hero  disported  himself.  It  must  have 
been  by  some  premonition  that  the  venerable  lady 
cherished  it,  having  received  it  originally,  as  she  re- 
members, in  barter  for  a  peimjrworth  of  saffron  cake, 
a  species  of  delicacy  to  which  the  youthful  Solomon 
was  pardonably  addicted.  ..." 

"  I  got  to  show  that  damned  glass-alley,"  inter- 
jected Mr  Tamblyn.  "  Why  ?  Because  a  man  past 
work  can't  stay  his  belly  on  the  interest  o'  fifty 
pound.  I  Oh,  but  there's  more  about  it, — 

"  '  The  cobble-stones  with  which  the  streets  of 
Troy  are  paved  do  not  lend  themselves  readily  to  ex- 
pertness  in  shooting  with  marbles.  But  the  subject 
of  this  memoir  was  ever  one  who,  adapting  himself 
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numerous  minute  indentatrnnc  "«"P°sed  shows 
^e.  eloquent  tesU^yTthe  T'^^'f'^  °^'- 
had  already  begm.  to  lean,  thl  i  ''^"'i^^'  ^Wch 
and  by  perseve^ce  to  Wh  '°°  °^  ^'^^""^ 
^-  InVhecasecontah,iK  ''':^'*^^««  *»  its 
reposes  a  hora-book  „^^1?''  ''^'-  ^^  »^'de  it, 
the  Troy  Infant  School         ",  ""^^  generations  in 

jy  Misf  sies;j:tt'or  ■  si'^  ^jSth^^T^^^ 

nave  no  positive  evidenr»  ^J'"'^™-    Although   we 
believe  C  the  yrhLTsoLt^^ll-'y  «-"  to 

this  truck,  day  in  an' Vout  "  ^°*  *°  'P«^ 

Who  wrote  it  ?  " 

paid"Xthl''lse°e'dMSfMfl7fh'  '  "^  "^" 
noon  unwrappin'  the  bust  ^th  ^  n  i!  '"''^  ^"*'- 
her  husband  standin'  bv  ^  1!!S*    ''^'' *y^' ^' 

^y  .  e«mg  iMo  the  mvaiid's  f.ee  i,  £. 


f 
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washhand  stand,  and  with  that  — for  the  Major 
had  picked  up  his  pillow  and  was  poising  to  hurl 
it— flung  his  person  between  them,  cast  both  arms 
about  the  bust,  Ufted  it,  and  tottered  from  the 
room. 


CHAPTER  XXI 

FACES  IN  WATER 

had  ^2'i;7^tvs^i^r'j-'-'^ 

cares,  relinquishing  themto  ^f  "  Professional 
assistant,  Mr  OlveV  MaSst '  iii^'^^  ^'^  *'"^''K^«<= 
business  claimed  more  Md  mS.^,  .?'*  °^^^'  P"Wic 
and  more  grudginXs^^ed  W  a"  *™*  ^^  ««>« 
and  the  businJs  J re^^Ty,^°'^''^^  ^licity 
cabinet.  He  had  fouShSf  e^H '"*T^°«^'=^ 
term  of  mayoral  office  theTfhi  '  .  '?  ""  ^  ^l^d 
A  silver  cradle,  the^ft  ^tllt"  °^  t  ''"""""S  "^y- 
sideboard.    A^  for  fhl      .u  borough,  decorated  hL 

signed  to  beneath  them  '^r'  '""*"^'«*'  "e  dt 
Hansombod^CoSectiln  » 'to^.  '■:  '^'  *'"^  "^  "  Th« 
findalastr^tinSSe'inth^w*"^-    ^hey  would 
«>  his  name  would  g^olto  n^'°  **'^''"«-  ^^^ 
fat  of  his  disttgisheT  S^'g.""''^'^*'' 
first  visit  he  had  paid  to  fK«    *         ^  "^  the 
and  even   now  he   hlV    ^      "t^anger's  bedside; 
assistant's  Z.^    ^„°S'  "^'PP"'*  «•   »*   his 
for  half  anTo^he  td  b^'  "*'*  "^'»'  ^l**" 
Tamblyn  in  choosW  a  p^ITTk'^  ^"»  ^ai 
of  butteifies.    ^^      position  for  the  first  case 
s 
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"Wants  to  get  up,  does  he  ?  "  asked  the  Doctor 
absentiy,  after  a  perfunctory  look  at  the  patient. 
"  Restless,  eh  ?  "  He  still  carried  in  his  hand 
the  two-foot  rule  with  which  he  had  been  taking 
measurements.      "You've     tried    a    change     of 

diet  ?  "  ... 

"  I  fancy,"  Mr  Olver  suggested,  "  he  is  worried  by 
the  number  of  visitors— ladies  especially." 

"  Georgiana  Pescod  has  been  worrying  ?  " 

The  patient  Ufted  his  right  hand  from  the  bed  and 
spread  out  all'  its  fingers  ;  lifted  his  left,  and  spread 
out  three  more. 

"  What  ?    Eight  visits  ?  " 

"  And  that's  not  the  worst  of  it,"  put  in  the  Nurse, 
Mr,  Snell,  sympathetically,  smoothing  the  coverlet. 
"  First  and  last  there's  been  forty-two  in  these  six 
days.  It  can't  be  for  his  looks,  as  I  tell  en  ;  and  his 
name  bein'  Solomon  won't  account  for  the  whole  of 

it."  .    , 

"  I  sometimes  think,"  said  the  Doctor  pensively 
and  with  entire  gravity,  turning  to  his  :ssistant, 
"  we  shall  have  to  diminish  the  numbers  o*  the  Visit- 
ing Committee.  My  dear  friend  Hymen  planned  it, 
in  years  gone  by,  on  a  war  footing  ;  and  even  so  I  re- 
member suggesting  to  him  at  the  time  that  the  scale 
was  somewhat— er— grandiose.  But  it  was  char- 
acteristic of  him,  and  we  have  clung  to  it  for  that 
reason  in  a  spirit  perhaps  too  piously  conservative. 
Forty-two  ladies  !  My  good  feUow  '  —he  turned  to 
the  patient—"  I  really  think— if  your  leg  is  equal  to 
it— a  short  stroU  in  the  fresh  air  may  be  permitted. 
Pray  do  not  think  we  desire  to  hurry  your  cure. 
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stand,  has  bled  for  our  common      *^°'  ^  ^  ""der- 
something  "-the  MaforTfiT     ","*'^'  ^«  °we  you 
at  the  bed-clothes-"  some  r5      ^^""'^"^  "™4 
went  on,  "  for  the-er!!char^""'r'"  *''«  doctor 
In  short.  I  hope,  on  yo^com'S     ^°"'  ^^=^P«°n- 
you  some  steady  emJloyme„7  fV''"^''^'  *°  ^nd 
our  returning  heroes  arJTtlhif'^  ^'  *°°  ""^"y  of 
^f"'-    In  the  meanwMe  oVr  /  ""'"""*  ^^^^ing  in 
which  may  amuse  X   on/aW  "  ''^^  ^"'"^  J'""" 

Major's  eyes  c^iS  to  brimmf  ''^  'T  ^*-".  *»>« 
town  itseU  had  suffered  ."'^ '^'*'' *ears.    The 

TheCoUector-heSmeds?'"^^"^^^  ^'*««  <=hange 
as  of  old  at  the  head  oTthe^u's?  ''"„^"^°''^«'--stoS- 
surveyed  the  world  beniSwJ"  «°"^  ''^'  and 
ann-holes  of  his  waistcoaT  ^^^*^  h's  thumbs  i.  the 
doorway  the  myrtles  were  in  i^  '"  *^'  **ajor's  own 
'OSes  on  the  weUtn 'I,  J^^°°™>  and  a  few  Chiw 
Broad  Ship  as  alluu    ^^^    standards.    Bv  ^! 

^^ar  and^^p  tthV°S  7"^^^*  ^''-do  r,^ 
schooner's  gaUey  (the  ^«^,lX    '"If-  from  a 

head  repainted,  but  otherSL^llf^K"'*''''''' «^e- 
Jss  Jex,  the  postmistrS  Zl  '^^^^^«')- 
bluid.  She  studied  the  MaL'f  ^^'^^  °^«  her 
*««st.  He,  on  his  pa^  seemedTt"  ^'^  ^'^  »" 
down  on  her  upper  Kn'  hlT      *°  ^^^^"^  that  the 

he  passed  the  open  do^r  hi  T  °^  ^'^  ^y^.  as 

-er  the  counterTupSd'oV^oret^ '^^  ^^^^ait 

yore  to  represent  the 
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Prince  Regent)  wore  a  frame  of  black  ribbon.    The 
black,  alas  1   was  rusty. 

The  manners  of  the  children  had  uot  improved. 
Half  a  dozen  urchins,  running  into  him  here  by  the 
comer  of  the  post-office  on  their  way  from  school, 
fell  back  in  a  ring  and  began  to  call  "  Boney  I  " 
derisively.  He  escaped  from  them  into  the  church- 
yard, and  passing  up  between  the  graves,  rested  for 
a  while,  panting  in  the  cool  of  the  porch. 

The  door  stood  ajar.  Pushing  it  open,  he  stepped 
within  and  paused  again,  half-terrified  by  the  \m- 
famiUar  tap-tap  of  his  wooden  leg  on  the  pavement. 
The  sunshine  lay  in  soft  panels  of  light  across  the 
floor,  and  ran  in  sharper  lines  along  the  tops  of  the 
pews,  worn  to  a  polish  by  generations  of  hands  that 
had  opened  and  shut  their  doors.  Aloft,  where  the 
rays  filtered  through  the  clerestory  windows,  their 
innumerable  motes  swam  like  gold-dust  held  in 
solution. 

The  Major  foimd  his  own  pew,  dropped  into  the 
familiar  seat,  and  strove  to  collect  his  thoughts.  A 
week  ago,  on  his  way  from  Plymouth,  it  had  seemed 
the  easiest  thing  in  the  world  to  reveal  himself  and 
step  back  into  his  own.  The  only  question  had  been 
how  to  select  the  most  impressive  moment. 

His  eyes,  travelling  along  the  wall  on  his  right,  en- 
countered an  unfamiliar  monument  among  the 
many  familiar  ones  ;  an  oval  slab  of  black  marble 
enclosed  in  a  gilt  wreath  and  inscribed  'vith  gilt 
lettering.  He  leaned  forward,  peering  closer,  blink- 
ing against  the  sunlight  that  poured  through  the 
window.  . .    ,.      .. 
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TO   TH«   MBMORV  OF 

SOLOMON    HYMEN.    ESQUIRE 

THIS   TABLET   ^s   vpl      '    *"'=="^- 
FORTIBUS   ET   COELOM   PAr„A. 

taU figure  in  the  Sa?-h?s'''°";^^*^"^"«°^^ 

W  of  aU  was  Sw  "cT  r"^'"^  ^'^'°- 
enUy  had  not  even  tarni.l  j  !•  ."  ^^°  ^^a^  appar- 
itsaccustomeVSS'J'^^^^-  "  ^^one  in 
which,  falling  tSS  tT.  ^'-r'  ^'^  «°^'^  ^  "^e  rays 
«t  up  his  wtoe  tS  I^.^^^^l^'^-^outhaisle. 
grin.  '**"*  *"d  lus  habitual  gentle 

•«>^f  tt^fin'rC^'  <»«  '^r-'-n,  fine 
The  Majortumed  hi    L^      ^^T^'  "^^y  ^^  ««" 
,  "No.  not  d^dat's  m^*''°"'"'«'^^°«»i«<"'• 
Scipio,affably,  fouoXh"?r  '"t:::"^"-  °" 

same.  Massa  Hymen  •    Irf-^T  .     ^""^  man.  all 

j'-ired  fifty  jCd.'  S.^j^x'^Kr-  ^^'^ 

Eveo^pe:.onsayre.ar.atre^^rren'r&./oS.- 
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you  look  at  him  ;  he's  modem  trash.  Massa  Hymen 
lef  me  one  hundred  fifty  pound.  Dat  all  go  to 
board  up  yonder,  you  see ;  '  Scipio  Johnson,  Es- 
quire, of  this  Parish  '  in  red  letters  an'  gilt  twirls.  I 
doan'  mind  tellin'  you.  De  hull  parish  an'  Lawyer 
Chinn  has  it  drafted — Vicar  he  promises  me  it  shall 
go  in — '  Scipio  Johnson,  Esquire,  of  this  Parish,'  an' 
twiddles  round  de  capital  letters.  Man,  I  served 
Mas'  Hymen  han'  an'  foot,  wet  an'  ary,  an'  look  like 
he  las'  anudder  twenty  year." 
"  You  mean  to  say  that  I — that  you,  I  mean — " 
"  Dat's  so,"  put  in  Scipio,  nodding  cheerfully, 
while  the  stained  glass  windows  flung  flecks  of  red 
and  blue  on  his  honest  ebony  features.  "  An'  Cai 
Tamblyn  all  de  while  no  better'n  a  fool.  '  Him,' 
he'd  sneer,  not  playin'  up,  but  pullin'  his  cross  face. 
Dat's  a  lesson  if  ebber  Gere  was  one.  Cai  Tamblyn 
left  with  fifty,  an'  me  with  three  time  fifty.  '  To  my 
faithful  servant,  Scipio  Johnson.  .  .  .'  And  so 
Miss  Marty,  when  it  came  to  choose,  took  me  on— 
Scipio  Johnson,  Esquire,  of  this  Parish — and  Cai 
Tamblyn  no  more  than  '  Mister,'  nor  ebber  a  hope  of 
it." 

The  Major  found  himself  in  the  churchyard,  star- 
ing at  a  headstone.  He  did  not  remember  the  stone, 
yet  it  seemed  by  no  means  a  new  one.  Weather- 
stains  ran  down  the  lettering  and  li:hen  spotted  it. 

He  read  the  name.  It  was  the  nan  e  of  a  man  whom 
he  had  left  hale  and  young — a  promising  corporal. 

He  made  his  way  back  slowly  to  the  hospital,  lean- 
ing  heavily   on   his   stick.    Strange   shrill  noises 
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At  the  sound  of  his  wooden  Iw  in  * k-  k  •  i 

c.^^.^.^,^STTisrtSss 
wo;j^rrs'/£itte;s?^— -•- 

..W^;V»      ""^"^     ■■'   ^^^°'   '"    bewOdement. 

"  Why.  you  see,  fixed  up  as  we  wp™  u. 
woman  with  six  emnt,,  k  ?    x  "^^  "*'''^  -**»« 

t'other  sS  with  a  Su^!?  """"'  ^'^  »«  °» 
to  it  but  threrat^twi     "*""  "f^s.  an' no  end 

matterimony  ^S  w  h  ""'"'  "°  ^^^  °"'  '»'* 
savin's  we  ^igh^h?  ^XTLrL^JoX^l? 
enough.    But  when  =>)^„„  '  '=°™'ertable 

ha^S:i^ii;t^r^-trs^^tho".^twe 

to  the  womS^    M.TI!     '^^  '*  °^">  'twasn't  fair 
sir.  o;rgoo^-asSch-"  ^  "^"^^'^  "^^  ^^-^l^- 

qu;;e^srd:i't:^^3  ^'s^'  ""^!  ^  '•-^-  ■■  ^ 

come  back  after  S"       ^  '"PP°''  '^^  ^  have  not 
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WTNDS  UP  WITH  A  MERRY-GO-ROUND 

'"PROY  on  a  Regatta  Day  differs  astonishingly 
■*■       from  Ttoy  on  any  other  day  in  the  year,  and 
yet  until  you  have  seen  us  on  a  Regatta  Day  you 
have  not  seen  Troy. 

Once  every  August,  on  a  Monday  afternoon,  the 
frenzy  descends  upon  us ;  and  then  for  three  days 
we  dress  our  town  in  bunting  and  bang  starting  guns 
and  finishing  gims,  and  put  on  fancy  dresses,  and 
march  in  procession  with  Japanese  lanterns,  and 
dance,  and  stare  at  pyrotechnical  displa)rs.  But  the 
centre,  the  pivot,  the  axis  of  our  revefry  is  always  the 
merry-go-round  on  the  Town  Quay. 

"The  meny-go-round,  the  merry-go-round,  the  meny-go- 
round  at  Troy, 
They  whirl  around,  they  gallop  around,  man,  woman,  and 
maid  and  boy  I " 

Yachtsmen,  visitors,  farmers  and  country  wives, 
sober  citizens  and  mothers  of  families,  all  meet 
centripetally  and  mount  and  are  whirled  to  the  mad 
strains  of  the  barrel-organ  under  the  flaming  naphtha, 
around  the  revolving  pillar  where  the  mirrored 
images  chase  one  another  too  quickly  for  thought  to 
answer  their  reflections.  We  make  no  toil  of  our 
pleasure ;  yet,  if  you  will  mark  the  distinction,  it 
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yachts  on  thShT^r/'    ^"^  **  "^""^   the 

recall  nS?;gSer  ^^d  h*°^'"^**=^'  ^^P  "'^ 
iollv-boat   li»h   ^^t^^"^'  ^d,  having  redded  up  the 

^ti'Z'  rfttt;^/sr  ^s."'^  ^n^  ^'^"« 

silent  as  great  white  mo  hJ;  7  !^  «°  *™"  "« 
they  take'^as  thtJ  br^M  '^teT'  ^'^T^^-^' 
with  them.    Our  revplT!'  u  ?°'**  ^**  ^^^^et 

bour  hes  almos^d^lH  ""% '  ""^'^  "^  ^^e  har- 
diumalpeaw  ^'  '^^  ^"  ™^  ^ack  to  our 

no^a^htsTo  viS%^^lr5i?  ^  ?^  ^^  -« 
training-brigs  had  ^v.^  I      ^-^  °*  *"'  Majesty's 

long-boL.Ls^c:tt«™^^,H''^^^  -*• 
in  which  the  oars^  of  nn!t '  ""*  racing-shells 

our  championsTf  W^?  ^''^*°  -^^  "atUe  with 

famous  sSt^h  fishZ;^    t  '°"P''  °^  *=^«^«  «*  the 

exhibition  rat  ft  a  J^e  S""  r  "^^  ^^^^^  "^  ^^ 

ing  danced  qua<kiSJ^^d   .f  ,  "^^ '^'^■ 

quaver-deck  Lh1!?Ma7i;r£rs^"^  ""^  "^^ 

2-t^ri:;^£-^^^ 
=di^tivt"^-S'^^^'^-- 

thinnedasusudforS^       '  '°PP'*=^  had  been 
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streets,  their  sharpened  steins  planted  between  the 
cobbles,  their  leafy  tops  braced  back  against  tiig 
house-fronts  and  stayed  with  ropes  which,  leading 
through  the  upper  windows,  were  made  fast  within 
to  bars  of  grates,  table-legs  and  bed-posts.  Over 
them,  from  house  to  house,  strings  of  flags  waved  in 
the  light  morning  breeze,  smd  over  these  again  the 
air  was  jocund  with  the  distant  funding  of  a  drum 
and  the  voices  of  flute  and  clarionet  calling  men  to 
mirth  in  the  Town  Square. 

The  Majoi*  gave  a  glance  up  and  down  the  street 
and  retired  indoors  to  prepare  his  breakfast,  for  he 
was  alone.  Cai  Tamblyn  and  the  widow  Snell 
had  the  day  before  departed — on  their  honeymoon. 

To  arrange  that  his  honeymoon  should  take  him 
from  Troy  on  the  day  of  all  days  to  which  every  other 
50ul  in  the  town  looked  forward,  was  quite  of  a  piece 
with  Cai  Tamblyn's  sardonic  humour.  But  he 
surely  excelled  himself  when,  the  day  before  his 
marriage,  he  called  on  the  Mayor  and  begged  leave 
to  appoint  the  patient  in  the  hospital  as  his  locum 
tenens  for  the  week. 

"  The  man's  well  enough  to  look  after  the  place," 
he  urged  ;  "  and  you  won't  find  him  neglectin'  it  to 
go  gaddin'  round  the  shows.  A  wooden  leg's  a 
wonderful  steadier  at  fair-times."  And  the  Doctor 
assented. 

It  were  too  much  to  say  that  his  appointment, 
when  Cai  Tamblyn  reported  it,  touched  our  hero's 
sense  of  humoiu',  for  he  had  none ;  but  he  winced 
under  the  dreadful  irony  of  it. 

"  Do  you  know  what  you're  asking  ?  "  he  cried. 
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relics  ?  »  "  ™""*^  ^'J  point  out  my  own 

often  a  man  fi^i  hTsl U^l*^  ^^"^•.  "  ^^  ^^'t  be 
old  days  whS^  you  '  t  h^,r"/  P°''*'°"  =  ^"^  i»  t^^ 
make  L  mostTif "       ^  °^  ^  """^^y  y°"  ^^^d  to 

n.e';S"o«'antreinS;es:r^^^^^^^ 

makes  my  soul  creep  with  shame."  " 

"  S?"' "''  '"  ^  ''°^^"  '°"g  ^^onds. 

momLtSiletlr"'  'V^'''^"  "^  ^ 
kindly  yet  ..prfS^-£a-C.laidahan^ 

ye  tt:^rss'tKwrCaTSf  •  *°° '  ^'  ^  ^'^^ 
Johnson  that  knawe^e  Jel^oS  th  ^h'  ^"^ 
your  favturpQ     wu     i!  ^    '       ^  ^"^  change  m 

when  STS  mY^f?v  V°",  "^f  ^^^^^  "^'  ^. 
hundred  L'Stvmt^"?*^  •^'*  ^'^^^  "^'^g^  » 
an- 1  ax  yTur"2don^  "'^  '  ""^^"'^^**  ^^  ^  ^. 
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"No,  Cai;    you  judged  me  truly  enough,  if 
severely.    There  was  a  time  when  I'd  have  fed  my- 
self on  those  praises  that  now  sicken  me." 

"  An'  you  was  happy  in  them  daj^s." 

"  Yes,  happy  enough." 

"  Would  you  have  'em  back,  master  ?  " 

"Would  I  have  them  back?"  The  Major 
straightened  himself  up  and  stood  for  a  moment 
staring  out  of  the  window.  "  No,  Cai,"  he  said  re- 
solutely, squapng  his  chin  ;   "  not  for  worlds." 

"  There's  one  Uttle  bit  of  it,  sir,  you  got  to 
have  back,"  said  Cai;  "an'  that's  my  fifty 
pound." 

"  Nonsense,  man.    I  sha'n't  hear  of  it." 

"  I've  a-talked  it  over  wi'  the  woman,  an'  she's 
agreeable.  She  says  'tis  the  only  right  an'  proper 
thing  to  be  done." 

"  She  may  be  as  agreeable  as — as  you  deserve, 
Cai ;  but  I  tell  you  I  don't  touch  a  penny  of  it.  And 
you  may  have  formed  your  own  opinion  of  me  during 
twelve  years  of  service,  but  in  all  that  time  I 
don't  think  you  ever  knew  me  go  back  on  m- 
word." 

"  That's  truth,  sir,"  Cai  admitted,  scratching  his 
head  again ;  "  and  more  by  token,  'tis  about  the 
only  thing  the  book  has  forgot  to  praise  'ee  for." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  the  Major,  in  '^'s  bitterness  almost 
achieving  a  witticism,  "  the  author  felt  'twould  be 
out  of  place." 

"  But  all  this  apart,  sir,  I  don't  see  how  you'll  get 
along  without  money." 

"  Make  your  mind  easy  on  that  score,  my  friend. 
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written  n-o,  -         ^        lb  10  get  that  cussed  book 
wntten  over  agen,  an'  written  different." 

^on.^    Heaven  help  hun  to  play  his  part  1^  a 

beSi*  to  ^^""'.'^  *^.**  '^'  ^'S'^*^^^'^'  ^h°.  as  ever 
Xairt^edon  '''"  *°^  ^*  ""^  '"  the'mon.i^g 
Sw  n«t  "^  ™«  steady,  continuous  streai 

the  sT«in  ,  P"*  Committee  lunched  ashore  to 
Sunda^f  ^  *  '"^  ''^'^-  a  farm  labourer  in  hi^ 
Sunday  best,  crowned  with  a  sugar-loaf  hat.  entTr^T 
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flung  himself  into  a  chair,  and  demanded  to  have  j 
tooth  extracted. 

"  You  needn'  mind  which."  he  added  encourag- 
mgly;  they  aU  aches  at  times.  Only  don't  let  it  be 
more  than  one,  for  I  can't  afford  it.  I  been  countin' 
up  how  to  lay  out  my  money,  an'  I  got  sixpence  over ; 

*" '*  ""^  *  ^ '"  ^^''-  ''^'=^"*e  I  premised  themissus." 
Ihe  Major  assured  him  that  the  extraction  of  a 
tooth  or  teeth  did  not  faU  within  the  sphere  of  the 
hospitals  prevision. 

"  W'y  not  ?  "  asked  the  countryman,  and  added 
coaxmgly.  "Just  to  pass  the  time,  now '  " 

'•Not  even  to  pass  the  time,"  the  Major  answered 
with  lirmness. 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  man  resignedly.  "  If  you 
won  t,  you  won't ;  but  let's  whUe  it  away  somehow, 
uive  me  a  black  draught." 

At  rare  intervals  from  three  o'clock  tiU  five  other 
country  folk  dropped  in,  two  or  three  (once  even  half 
a  dozen)  at  a  time.    As  a  show  the  Hymen  Hospital 
and  Museum  appeared  to  have  outlived  its  vogue 
The  male  visitors,  one  and  aU,  removed  their  hats  on 
entering,  and  spoke  in  constrained  tones  as  if  in 
church     To  the  Major's  relief,  no  one  asked  him  to 
recite  from  the  book,  and  the  questions  put  to  him 
were  of  the  simplest.    A  farm  maiden  from  the 
country  requested  that  the  bust  might  be  wound 

"  I  beg  your  pardon  ?  " 

"  You  don't  teU  me  there  isn'  no  music  inside !  " 
the  maiden  exclaimed.     "  What's  it  for.  then  '  " 
With  difficulty  the  Major  explained  the  purpose 
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and  also  the  limits  of  statuary.    The  eirl  tum.^  . 
her  swain  with  a  «.,«  of  ^st        ^    ^"""^  '° 

are  you  the  caretaker  for  the  dav"  i K  ""f ' 
recoUect  your  face.  .  .  .  Fh  >  No  ?  W  ,r?  *° 
us  round,  please     Th«J  i  a-  ^^^'  *how 

a  nere  has  a  book  about  hun,  written  up  by  the 
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pealed  to  the  Major,  who  drew  the  docu,  .ent  frc 
lus^^ket  with  shaking  fingers. 

Eh  ?    I  thought  so,"  went  on  Sir  Felix     "  R 
spare  us  the  long-winded  passages,  my  friend      fu 

thiVr^r^"  ?;°  ^^«^'y  *^^^-dies,  who  on  tt 
their  first  vis.t  to  Cornwall,  are  good  enough  o  be  i^ 
qu.U.ve  . /o/^  about  us-aboL  Troy  es'pec.^y  •' 
one  o  "i.e  il.Tr'"''^-^""^  wishing  ..  »  declL 

the  bust"'';°iL^'r  ■'."  r'  *'^  °*^^^'  '"^I^"" 
man  .A  ..  See,.  Sophronia,  what  a  duck  of 

man  !    And  you  say  he  was  only  a  linen-draper 
She  turned  to  Sir  Felix  *^ 

"  Gentlemen  in  their  own  conceit,  I  fear,"  Sir  Felij 
answered.  "  But  this  feUow  was  on  the  whde  a 
very  decent  fellow.  Success,  or  what  pises  for  it  to 
a  «naU  countiy  town,  never  turned  his  head  h" 
had  a  foible.  I'm  told,  on  the  strength  of  a  likeness 
you'U  be  amused)  to  the  Prince  Regent.    BuT^ 

..  T    :  •         '  ^S*^'  *!"'*«  a  respect." 
voi^;  ■^'''  '^•"  f^*^  ^^^  ***J°^'  ^controlling  his 

subL^"„*f^''*^  *^'  "•°'*  remarkable  trait  in  the 
subject  of  our  memou-  was  his  invariable  magnan- 
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fet  deS*^T„rt'  ^"  "''^  "'^  '^^  *•>« 

*he  leg  by  a  e^dfr  h.         ,'  *'*'^"8  '^^n  Packed  in 

had  good-naturedlv  ^li      ^V"  '^*'>  ^^ich  he 

than  at  the  Shurt'Sld'h^"'^'''  '^'^^^ 
calves.'  "  received  by  his  own  boyish 

r^o^  ^^"«'»«''  ^^  5-  Felix  joined  in  up- 

he:«rdh^tidSse',":rsoo;  ^^■^'^"•^^  ^'^^  - 

detail!"  °"«^dasSophronia.    "What rural 

Sir  Sfx^aSeJ°'«w.^"*'",*~;*^'^'"^'>  <l"aint !  " 
parts."     ^^-       ^"'"*''«vilish  quaint  in  these 

The  Major  turned  a  page  : 

-g  scSiTt^SeT^vt  ^"'J^-  °-  «>e  clos- 
ness  of  self  in  toe  ^„h     -^Z  '"°'^*^  '^^hn  forgetful- 

hisCounlS.The^'BnSRrT:/  ^^«  ^T^- 
forgave  them.    Attendi^^^  i    f  ?^™^  ^^^  had,  he 

for  volunteers  to  de^lfer  £  *°  '^^  •='""*^'«  "^ 
the  least  conspicuourmi^S  ?el/°"r '  "  ^ 
once  an  example  and  a  reZr;hT  i  "  '  '^^^»  *t 
at  home  in  ease  »„,-  T  *^  to  those  who,  living 
better  cons^rut'  T^£  the  protection  of'spS 
Englishmen.'"  destmies  and  duties  of 

Gad,  and  so  he  did  '  "  «;ir  Pxxi-         ,  . 

,  ue  dSKea.       I  assure  you 
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Xerir..*""'  *"  •"  '"*  "  you  wi.h  to  ..e  « 

But  when  the  ladies  were  in  the  oassMe    th 

»JtJor   half-closed    the   door.    shuJdng^'peU 

..  ^K  ^"  ^°"  '"°"'  ^''^^  »  moment." 

Is  that  what  you're  after  ?  Well,  I'm  dad  vou  hal 
the  dehcacy  to  let  the  ladies  pass  out^first  t1^ 
thmk  us  an  unsophisticated  folk  " 

selJJn  ^^^"'^^"^  *^  "^^  '^'^^-    H«  planted  him- 
Sldt:  Z^Z''''^  ^'"^  •^^  •'-''  *°  *»><=  <»-.  and 

"Naturally,  my  good  feUow.  One  aUows  for  that 
m  those  memoirs."  * 

"  TTie  man  except  in  parable,  was  never  bitten  bv 
a  gander  m  his  We,"  persisted  the  Major.  •'  Nor  did 
he  enhst  and  faU-if  he  feU-through  any  ma^an^ 

,nS     ^       neighbour-a  dirty,  little,  mean- 

ver  exk^nTeT  '"*''?  °'  '  neighbour-aiid  what- 
ever example  he  may  have  unwittingly— yes   and 

"eTttn-  ^  '"^°"  '^^  "°*  aJiar'^tlh" 
been  learnt-at  least,  until  this  moment     But  " 

S  thet?'  ""T'  '"T"^'  ^'^  tTe  dU  ••  we 
Keep  the  ladies  waitmg.  Sir  Felix  " 

«fi/'"'''  °'?"arily  the  most  irascible  of  men, 
gasped  once  and  passed  out.  cowed,  beaten,  utteri; 
and  hopelessly  bewildered.    The  Major  stood  by  tlie 
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above   he  mantelpiece  a  looking-gC  *  ' 

slowly,  he  divested  himseKS  dothi  I^^'  '^'^ 
\P;-f .  ^«l-<i  himself  in  the^dt?;'  "'''  ^"^ 

westprf  hi  J^  J  ;  ■    .    ^^*^  """^  ">  the  passage 

pee;Si'  o^'  ut^J^''  '""l  «>-Ha'«S: 
"ui.    u  was  the  woman  with  the  evening's 


292        THE  MAYOR  OF  TROY 

^r^   "'*   •"**   ***   ^'^   *he   jug   in   the 


soJn/nTv  ^°°J'  ''^"y''*'  *  '"°»«"'t.  and  with  a 
sprmg  off  his  sound  leg.  leapt  on  the  still  grinning 
bu  ,t  and  smote  at  it.  crashing  it  into  pieces.  ^ 

th«^"  ^!^^^'  *•»*  "ilkwoman.  ran  home  declaring 
worth  at  the   hospital,   she   had  seen   the  ghost 

i^nltS  hi^^';"  "^  regimentals,  in  the  fct  S 
^nltmg  his  own  statue  ;  which,  sure  enough,  was 
found  next  moiping  scattered  all  over  the  iWr. 

The  crash  of  it  recalled  the  Major  tohis  senses 
He  stared  down  on  the  fragments  at  his  f^t  He 
had  burnt  his  boats  now. 

As  methodicaUy  as  he  had  indued  them  he 
div^ed  hunself  of  his  regimentals,  and  so.  hTvine 

W  ^  ""^^  °'f  ''"'""^  ^^  ^d  strapped  on  Ws 
leg  stumped  resohitely  forth  into  the  strLt 

Cai  Tamblyn.  hke  every  other  Trojan,  kept  a  boat 
of  his  own :  and  on  the  eve  of  deiaAw  he  had 
CftriZT'''"'^''\'^^-    ShelSmoorS 

from  SrFofe\r'^;PK  "'"  ''"^y  '^°°''  approached 
irom  the  Fore  Street  by  a  narrow  alley  known  as 
Cherry's  (or  Charity's)  Court. 

The  Major  stumped  down  to  the  waterside  in  the 
faj  gathermg  dusk  and  hauled  in  the  boat  LuclSy 
sm  oftrr  ^^'  *°^  "'^'^'^  ^"^  f°"r  feet  of  tte 
tnvances  m  this  worid  are  less  compatible  than  a 
ladderandawoodenleg.     The  tide  bLg  hJhSw- 
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paddle  in  the  sculling  ^otch^rj^'boa^KnT 
and  very  quietly  worked  her  up  and  alZlhorl  T„' 
the  shadow  of  the  waterside  houses  ^°"«'''°''''  " 
cn^r^  **  ^''f  quay-ladder  leading  up  to  Dr  Han- 
sombodys  garden-once,  alas!    his  own-andTo 

Heaven  be  praised  I  the  little  garden  was  emotv 
A  moment  later  he  had  heaved  hLelf  o^  to  tS 
and  was  crawling  along  the  terrace!^ 

At  the  end  of  tl.e  terrace,  in  a  dark  comer  by  ^he 
Sl;f  •/."*"'*  ^8  tree.  it.  roots  set  among  the 
fhTrSf'/^f  *^"«*;'  overhanging  the  t.de™  d  by 

one  oTS;5r«  r  ^'  ^'^  <"  ^'^^  *^^^  ^d  the  w2 
one  of  the  flagstones  had  a  notch  in  its  edge  a  notch 
m  old  days  cunningly  concealed,  the  wl:^  oft 
known  only  to  tlie  Major 

ina'stirr.  ^""5!"  "^^l^g^Pike  which  he  carried 
^«n«  *  ,A^    *  '^  ^P'  ^^'  ^^^8  over  the  flae- 

nd  wL'T^'?°*'=^;  ^°>«<J".in^rtedt^epS. 
ana  began  to  pnse,  glancing,  as  he  worked  ov^r 

sho  le  m  one  .  .  .  So  much  the  better  If  the  room 
had  an  mmate.  the  lamp  would  make  it  Wde^" 
h«n  or  her  to  see  what  went  on  in  the  dim  garden' 
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S.^'^1'  i '.  ,^'^**  ^  ^"'^^  J'^^e  1^  all  that 
tone  und«turbed  ?  He  had  hidden  it  in  the  old  days 
^e  mvasion-scare.  as  many  a  citizen  had  m  Je 
secret  deposit  against  emeigencies.  Banks  were 
novelties  in  those  days.  Mio  knew  wSt  nTht 
happen  to  a  bank,  if  Boney  landed  ?  ^ 

But  ten  yeare  .  .  .  a  long  time  .  .  .  and  yet  to 
d^^  appearances  the  stone  had  not  been  tampered 

m'    ^i,'*^*"***'*"?  and  thrust  it  aside. 

«o  !  There  the  bags  lay  amid  the  earth !  Two 
bags  and  a  hundred  guineas  in  each  !  He  clutched 
f^f^ltti^i' fun  romid  sides.  Yes.  yes  thj  weS 
full,  as  he  had  deft  them  '  ^ 

WHO-OOSH I 

Heavens !    What  -va&that? 

The  Major  gripped  his  bags  and  was  preparing  to 

S^tte  fi^r  .^V'>  '=°^^^^**  1°^-  ^^  backed 
^S  ^    ^  ^*t '  f^"""^  ^  *«  ^h°l«  sky  leapt 
mto  fla«e  and  shook  with  a  terrific  detonatton.     ^ 
rhe  Regatta  fireworks  had  begun 
Across  the  little  garden  a  window  went  up. 

*h.HhL*^'   .'^'^  *  "'"^  ^*-^^  Doctor's),  '•  bring 
the  cMd  to  look,  if  he  won't  be  frightened."       ^ 

'  Itos  MaT'^".!  *''K^i*°°**'  ^  ^^'^^"^^  Doctor, 
fiS^H^^'  vw^^?-*  happy  domestic  group 
faamed  there  with  the  lamp  behind  them.  Deep  ^ 
he  could  squeeze  himself  back  into  the  shadow  tt^ 
Major  cowered  and  watched  them 
The  child  crowed  and  leapt  with  dehght     His 

?£f'if^  ^"^^^  ^PP"y-    Alas  !  poor  Major ! 
They  had  no  eyes  to  search  the  garden.    What 


A  MERRY-GO-ROUND  a6 

ne  go  1'    In  what  direction  set  his  fare  ?    tto=*      j 
for  Plymouth,  or  westward  f^  F^ou^r?w 

meny-go-round  on  the  Town  Quay 

po^eJ^H^f  "Lt-P'd'y.  his  han'ds  in  his  bulging 
pockets.    He  feared  no  thieves.    To  begin  witL^ 

ofgwterrd  "^""^"'^^  *°  -vitXaStiS 
He  sSS!l'.  tT"*'.^"''  *^""' "«  °°°e  in  Troy, 
iete  T^       ^   "^^^^  '»'''^'  th«  blazing  naphtha 

^^    ,    ^^  *  S'***  «J»''<Jow  of  darkness 
nding  with  a  happy  grin  on  his  face,  and  his  f^e 
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ro^d  into  ^^^,  ,ft-  ^« 3^°-hirIed 

toSe^rnH  """^  *!*'  'nerxy-go-round  slowed  down 
SreroffT;'""'*^'^*"^-    A  score  of  riders 
to^Splac^''  a  score  of  onlookers  surged  up  and 
..lucir  places,     rhe  Major  ran  with  them  ni,o», 

Kh^  I°h"^^  ^"  '^^  °^  ^'^^  cicle  K  Mr" 
too  late.    Mr  Jope  had  disappeared. 
A  moment  later,  h -wever.  the  Major  caught  siirht 

SpLd  h^  .!^  .i^'  ^^"^l"^  "  ^^  l^'^^ts  handi- 
capped hun,  and  the  crowd  seemed  to  tafcA  a  r«,i; 

cms  delight  in  blocking  his  way  *  '"'^■ 

Nevertheless  he  kept  his  quarry  in  sight     A 

£traT/nT*^J°P^'^^'«^^^-«-X'ort 
t«oth  and  dalhed,  staring,  but  ever  on  the  pokt  of 

tKrwSh  "'°:^^  '*^  °^  ^^-  threarfthe 
throng  w^th  extreme  nimbleness.  With  a  dexterity 
as  marveUous  as  it  was  miconscious,  he  dS  Ws 
pu^uer  past  the  Broad  Ship,  up  Custom  STum 
along  Passage  Street,  out  through  the  ToUway  ^ch 
and  among  the  greater  shows-lthe  menagerie  the 
Srrth*'*'  travelling  theatre-all  iSl^, 
ataaost  to  the  extreme  edge  of  the  fair,  where  it 
melted  mto  the  darkness  of  the  woods  and  ^e  Wh 
^ad  wmdang  up  between  them  into  open  couS?. 

t^^;I^^  T  ^.  ^^^^  ^°'  *  moment,  he  appeared 
to  make  a  final  choice  between  these  many  attrac- 
tions, and  dived  into  a  booth  over  wh.T/flam"g 
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Sovereigns."  P^^stidiptateur   to   the 


board 

Professor   uoscobo, 

Allied  Sovereigns  "  ° "'    '■"   we 

an3^e;££"£lX'£P^«broadbaclcash^ 

lowed,  elate  at  havtJ^^nL     '^'  ''°'  ■  ^^  ^l' 
stoutwon,an.seatedaft^    ^  *'"*"y  *°  «*rth.    A 

which  she  coSd  t^  hi:"  Xst"'':  ^  '^  - 

no  mean  proportions  tTu^^^' """^  ^  ^^  oi 
dem^^ded  twopence,  fee  for  a^iifon  "''"•"•  '^^ 

dipped  St rtotsS^r^^^^-aiit,. 

dered  her  a  guinerShe  eSt  s  ^'^•''  ^^  *«" 
?t.  rang  it  on  the  lid  of  her  S v\l  '^'"""^'y-  t°ok 
"^  it  for  a  genuine  coin  L  °  ^l'^'"'  ^^'  '^ognis- 
Picions  to  hL.  '    *  """^  transferred  her  sus- 

lik^J"S:Ta^°?^T;  "^--«^d.     "Not 
•■  ?i.  ™^  °' yw  looks  " 

__«s  genuine,  ma'am." 

wJer^g^h^J-r  "I   .as 

;£i,?'-   >'ou   change;    VtJ^lSV 

cl^rCttrlheTrr^-  ^^^^^'^'^the 
thumb  towarci  thf  intn^^^' w  th  '  ^''"^  "^  J^- 
takings  to-dav  haHn  v  °^  ^''^   tent.    Their 

'''^V  ^^^^o^r'^'  *"  «-  ^•^"^as 
ameiajif^:Sl^-*h  the  tent-cloth,  spied 
before  an  audiSoSi'^"'"^"^fr°'°  his  mouth 
"-eardBenjr;^-^;-^-^^^^^ 
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announced  that  he  would  wait  outside  until  the  per- 
formance c6ncluded. 

"Twenty  minu+es,"  said  the  stout  woman  non- 
chalantly. 

"Good-evening,  ma'am,"  said  he,  and  stepping 
back,  began  to  pace  to  and  fro  in  front  of  the  tent. 

Why  had  he  followed  this  man  who,  if  you  looked 
at  it  in  one  way,  had  been  the  prime  cause  of  all  his 
calamity  ?  He  smiled  grimly  at  the  thought  that,  as 
jratice  went  in  this  world,  he  should  be  tracking 
Ben  Jope  down  in  a  cold  passion  of  revenge ; 
whereas,  in  fact,  he  was  hungry  to  grip  the  honest 
fellow's  hand.  From  the  panorama  of  these  ten 
mischanced  yfears  the  face  of  Ben  Jope  shone  out  as 
in  a  halo,  wreathed  with  good-natured  smiles.  Ben 
Jope— 

Here  the  Mqor  flung  up  both  hands  and  tottered 
back  as,  with  a  lift  of  the  earth  beneath  his  feet,  a 
flame  ripped  the  roof  off  the  tent,  and  roaring,  hurled 
it  right  and  left  into  che  night. 

Under  the  shock  of  the  explosion  he  dropped  on 
hands  and  knees,  and,  still  on  hands  and  knees, 
crawled  forward  to  a  ditch,  a  full  ten  yards  to  the  left 
of  the  spot  where  the  tent  had  stood.  In  the  dark- 
ness one  of  the  victims  lay  groaning. 

"  Are— are  you  hurt  ?  "  The  Major's  teeth  chat- 
tered as  he  crawled  near  and  stretched  out  a  hand 
towards  the  sufferer. 

"  Damn  the  fellow  1 "  swore  Ben  Jope  cheerfully, 
sitting  up.    "  What'll  be  his  next  trick,  I  wonder  ?  " 

"  You — you  are  not  hurt  ?  " 

"  Hurt  ?    No,  I  reckon.    Who  are  you  ?  " 
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"  Hymen,  Ben Solomon  Hymen.    You   re 

member-in  the  Plymouth  TheatrefSn  yean  back 
Oh  hush  man  hush  I  »  for  Ben.  casting  both  S 
up  to  his  face,  had  let  out  a  squeal  like  a  rabbTfT 

one.  Wit^hL""  *"•*•'  «»>■  take  him  away  some- 
one I  With  these  very  eyes  1  No.  damn  it  I  "  Mr 
Jope  puUed  himself  together  and  'scrambled  to  JL 

on  r  .J  ^  *T  pennyworth,  but  if  this  goes 

on  Z  gets  my  money  brck  I  " 

ouf  o/'S/^'  Ix""^'"  '^^  merry-makers,  startled 

bees  from  their  hives,  were  running  to  and  fro  4ith 

A  nng  of  the  searchers  came  to  a  halt  around  the 
Major  and  Ben  Jope.  and  Ben.  catching  sighTof  ^ 
compamon's  face,  let  out  another  yell. 

It  saU  right."    The  Major  clutched  him  by  the 
arm  and  tm^ied.    "  It's  aU  right,  my  good  Z>Se 

m!ll!^ZT^  *°  '""^l""  *''""*'  ^<'  they  pa&sed  on. 

SotrL^:^ '"'"  ^^"'^  ^"^'^  '^'  ^  -^y 

„.tt^J!*  ^  '**"  ^°"  "°**'*  ^t°  a^'  ten  years  ago. 
rttth  these  very  eyes."  persisted  Ben.  ^ 

air  t^Tl^*!*  ^""^  ''^'y  eyes  I  saw  you  blown  into 
«r  ten  mmutes  ago  ;  and  yet  we're  both  alive."  the 
Major  assured  him. 

havii^ii»rf  ^^"^  °'  P^'P"'*  *°  ^°°^  "P  y^urha'nts. 
youX  ^n^  f""^^  Pf  "y  ^"^""^  ^^"t  that  tale  o^ 
"  A^,  S  ,,  !^  "moderate  busy  aU  these  years." 
And  BiU  Adams  ?  "  ' 
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.  "Ji'il"  ^  J^I*  ^^^-  "Haven't  yon 
eard?  Bdl'sdead.  Drink  done  it-comin'upon  it  too 
asty.  Simmons's  boarding-house,  Plymouth,  that's 
where  it  was.  Quite  a  decent  house,  an'  the  pro- 
pnetor  behaved  very  weU  about  it,  I  wUI  sav.  But 
where  on  earth  have  you  been  hidin'  aU  these  years, 
that  you  never  heard  about  Bill  ?  " 

"  In  a  French  war  prison,  Ben.  And,  Ben,  you 
found  me  a  berth  once,  you  remember.  1  wonder  if 
you  could  get  me  into  another  ?  " 
"O'  course  I  can,"  Mr  Jope  answered  cheerily. 
You  come  Hoag  o'  me  to  Plymouth  an'  I'll  put  yon 
mto  the  very  job.  A  cook's  gaUey,  it  is,  and  so 
ijarra'  that  with  a  wooden  leg  in  dirty  weather  you 
can  prop  yourself  tight  when  she  rolls,  an'  stir  the 
soup  with  it  between-times !  " 

They  entered  the  hospital,  and  the  Major  packed 
his  knapsack  with  hasty,  eager  hands. 

"  What's  this  mess  on  the  floor  ?  "  asked  Ben 
Jope,  pointing  to  the  fragments  of  plaster-of-Paris. 

"  That  ?  "  The  Major  looked  up  from  his  pack- 
ing. "That's  a  sort  of  image  I  broke.  Come  along; 
we  haven't  time  to  pick  up  the  pieces." 

They  crossed  the  harbour  in  Cai  Tamblyn's  boat, 
and  moored  her  safely  at  the  ferry  slip.  On  the 
knap  of  the  hill  the  Major  turned  for  a  last  look. 

From  the  Town  Quay,  far  below  and  across  the 
water,  the  lights  of  the  merry-go-round  winked  at 
him  gaily,  knowingly. 
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